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WiMTEii'a wild birthright ! In the fretful East 
Tlie uneasy wind moans with its sense of cold, 
And sends its signs through gloomy mountain 

gorge, 
Along the valley, up the whitening hill, 
To tease the sighing sphits of the pines, 
And waste in dismal woods their chilly life. 
The sky is ditrk, and on the huddled leaves — 
The restless, rustling leaves — silts down its sleet. 
Till the sharp crystals pin tliem to the earth, 
And they grow still beneath the rising storm. 
The roofless bullock hugs tin: sheltering stack : 
With cringing hean and iis).-;-.;ly gathered f.<:.rt. 
And waits with dumb endurance for tlie mom. 
Doep in a gusty cavern of the barn 
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The witless ivilf .-.tjuiilh blatant nt his chain ; 
While the brutn mother, pent within her stall. 
With tlie wild stress of instinct goes distraught, 
And frets her horns, and bellows through the 

night, 
The stream runs Hack ; and. the far waterfall 
That sang so svi.vtly through the summer eve*, 
And swelled and swayed to Zephyr's softenfc breath, 
Leaps with a sullen roar the dark abyss, 
And howls its hoarse responses to the wind. 
The mill is still. The distant factory, 
That swarmed ynsl.roen with many Angered life 
And bridged tin- river with n himdri'd tiiirs 
Of molten light, is dark, and lifts its bulk 
With dim, uncertain angles, to the sky. 

Yet lower bows the storm. The leafless trees 
Lash their lithe limbs, and, with majestic voice, 
Call to each other through the deepening gloom; 
And slender trunks that lean on burly bough, 

shriek- with sharp abrasion ; ami tlie oak. 
Mellowed in fibre by unnumbered frosts, 
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Yields to the shoulder of the Titan Bloat 
Forsakes its poise, and, with a booming crash, 
Sweeps a fierce passage to the smothered rocks, 
And lies a shattered ruin. 

Other scene:- 
Across the swale, half up the pine- cupped hill, 
Stands the old farm-house with its clump of 

ban is — 
The old red farm house dim and dun to-night. 
Save where the vinhly lirelighi.-i from the hearth 
Flap their bright wings against the window 

[Junes, — 
A billowy swarm that beat their slender biUT, 
Or seek the night to leave their track of flame 
Upon the sleet, or sit, with shifting feet 
And restless plumes, among the poplar houghs— 
The spectral iidplacs, shilling at the- gate. 

And now a man, erect, and till, and strong. 
Whose thin white hair, and eheeks of furrowed 
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And ancient dress, betray the patriarch, 

Stands at the window, listening to the storm, 

And as the fire leaps 'with a wilder flame— 

Moved by the wind— it wraps and glorifie3 

His stalwart frame, until it flares and glows 

Like the old prophets, in transfigured guise, 

That shape the sunset for cathedral aisle*. 

And now it passes, and a sweeter shape 

Stands in its place. O blest maternity ! 

Hushed on her bosom in a light embrace. 

Her baby sleeps, wrapped in its long white robe ; 

And as the flame, with soft, auroral sweeps, 

niominates the pair, how like they seem, 

O Virgin Mother ! to thyself and thine ! 

Now Samuel comes with curls of burning gold 

To hearken to the voice of God without : 

" Speak, mighty Oue ! Thy little servant hears !' 

And Miriam, maiden, from her household cares 

Comes to the window in her loosened robe,— 

Comes with the blazing timbrels in her hand,— 

And, as the noise of winds and waters swells, 

It shapes the song of triumph to her lips : 



y, Google 



BITTER-SWEET. 
" The horse and i,e who rode are overthrown 
And now a man of nolile port ftnd hrow, 
And aspect of benignant mujestv, 
Assumes tlio vacant niche, while either side 
Pross the fair I'onns of children, and I hear: 
"Suffer this little ones to come unto me I" 
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PERSONS. 

UiLiii: drt'iliii the good old liirmer, [-miol, 

In his aneestral home— a Puritan 

Who reads his Bible daily, loves his (iod. 

And lives serenely in the faith of Christ 

For three score years and ten his life has run 

Through varied scenes of happiness and woe ; 

But, constant through the wide vicissitude, 

He has confessed the giver of his joys, 

.Vnd kissod the hand that took them; and wlien- 

Bereavement has oppro^od his soul with grief, 
Or sharp misfortune stung his heart with pain, 
Ho has howed down in childlike faith, and said, 
"Thy will, O God— thy will he done, not mine !" 
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His gentle wife, a dozen summers since. 

Passed :Y.'jyi his laitlifid arms and went to heuven ; 
And her best gift — u muhhai sweetly named — 
His daughter Ruth — orders tlie ancient house, 
And fills her mother's place beside the board, 
And cheers his life with songs and industry. 
But who are these who crowd the house to-ii;:;i;t— 
A happy throng ? Wayfaring pilgrims, who.. 
Grateful for shelter, charm thy golden hours 
With the sweet jargon of a festival ? 
Who are these fathers ? who these mothers ? who 
X ;u':se pleasant children, rude with health and joy ? 

It is the Puritan's Thanksgiving Eve ; 
And gathered home, from fresher homes around, 
The old man's children keep the holiday- 
In dear New England, since the fathers slept — 
The sweetest holiday of all the year. 
John comes with Prudence and her little girls, 
And Peter, matched with Patience, brings hia 

Fair boys and girls with good old Scripture names — 
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Joseph, Bcbekah, Paul, and Samuel ; 

Anil Graeo, young Buth's companion in the house, 

Till wrested from her last Thanksgiving Day 

'lly Hit; strong hand of Love, brings home her babe, 

And the tall poet David, at whose side 

Slit; went away. And seated in the midst, 

Mary, a foster- daughter of the house, 

Of alien blood — self- aliened many a year — 

Whose chastened face and melancholy eyes 

Bring all the wondering children to her knee, 

Weeps with the strange excess of happiiii^s, 

And sighs with joy. 

What recks the driving storm 
Of such a scene as this ? And what reck these 
Of such a storm ? For every hesvy gust 
That smites the windows with its cloud of sleet, 
And shakes the sashes with its ghostly hands, 
And rocks the mansion till the chimney's throat 
Through all its sooty caverns shrieks and howls. 
They give full bursts of careless merriment. 
Or songs that send it baffled on its way. 
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Doubt takes to wings oil such a night aa this ; 
And while the traveller h-ags his fluttering cloak, 
And staggers o'er the woary waste alone, 
Beneath a pitiless henven. they (lap his face, 
And wheel above, or hunt his fainting semi, 
As, witli relentless greed, a vulture ilinm;;, 
With their Jaiik shadows mock the glazing eves 
Of the hist came] of 1.1 10 caravan. 
And Faith takes (onus and wings on such a night 
Where love burns brightly at the household 

hearth, 
And from the altar of each peaceful heart 
Ascend." the fragrant incense o.'.' its thanks, 
And every pulse with Sivmpatlielic t.hrulj 
Tells the true rhythm of trnatfulest content, 
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They flutter in and out, and touch to smiles 
The sleeping lips of infancy; and fan 

The blush that lights the uiodvat maidi/ji's checks ; 
And toss the locks of children at their play. 

Silence is vocal if we listen well : 

And Life and Being sing in dullest eara 

From morn to night, from night to morn again, 

With fine articulations ; hut when God 

Disturbs the soul with terror, or inspires 

With a {jreat joy, tin; word? of Doubt and Faith 

Sound quick and sharp like drops on forest leaves; 

And we look up to wh.eio ilus p]e;i-.ant sky 

Kisses the thinuL' ;■-(/!: ipa, li.ih! drink the song. 

a Song of ©oitbt. 

The day ia quenched, and the sun is fled; 

God has forgotten the world! 
The moon is gone, and ttifi stars arc: dead ; 

God has forgotten the world! 

Evil has won in the horrid feud 
Of ages with the Throne; 
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Evil stands on the nook of Good, 
And rales the world alone. 

There is no good ; there is no God ; 

And Faith is a heartless cheat, 
Who bares the hack for the Devil's rod, 

And scatters thorns for the feet. 

What are prayers in the lips of death. 

Filling and chilling with liii.il ? 
What are prayers but wasted breath, 

Pifiiteii buck by the gruc ? 

The day is quenched, and the sun is fled ; 

God lias forgotten the world 1 
The moon is gone, and the stars are dead ; 

God has forgotten the world ! 

21 Song of fnith, 
Day will return with a fresher boon ; 

Grid will I'd )i ember the world ! 

Night will come with a newer moon ; 

(Jo;l will remember the world I 
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Evil is only the slave of Good ; 

Sorrow Un; servant of Joy ; 
And the soul is mad that refuses food 

Of the meanest in God's employ. 

The fountain of joy is fed by tears, 

And love is lit by the breath of sighs ; 
The deepest griefs and the wildest fears 

Have holiest ministries. 

Strom; grows the oak in t.hn sweeping storm ; 

Siiiflv the dower sleeps under the snow ; 
And the fanner's hearth is never warm 

Till the cold wind starts to blow. 

Day will return with a fresher boon ; 

God will remember the world ! 
Night will come with a newer moon ; 

God will remember the world 1 
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FIRST MOVEMENT. 



m of a N::k fngi„ri(l /.[ i'm -j ■" 



PRESENT— LBLtzL.litadoftluiftimiiyi johs, I 

TIENOE, PlLUDEKCK, Onion, Kill*, RUTH 03 



THE QUESTION .STATED AND ARGUED. 

Roth, touch the cradle. Boys, you must be still ! 

The baby cannot sleep in such a noise. 

Nay, Grace, stir not; she'll soothe him soon 

enough, 
And tell him more sweet stuff in half an hour 
Than you can dream, in dreaming half a year. 
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■ Kurj'i.in'J I'i't r.-.™>ty "■' r-rmUe. 

What is the little one thinking about ? 
Very wonderf'nl things, no doubt. 
Unwritten history I 
TJuiathomed mystery ! 
Yet he laughs and cries, and eats and drinks, 
And chuckles and crows, tmd nods and winks. 
As if his head were as full of kinks 
And curious riddles as any sphinx ! 
"Warped by colic, and wet by tears, 
Punctured by pins, and tortured by fears, 
Our little nephew will lose two years ; 
And he'll never know 
Where the summers go ;— 
He need not laugh for he'll find it so I 

"Who can toll what a baby thinks ? 
Who can follow the gossamer links 
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By which, the mannikin feels his way 
Out from (he shore of Him great unknown, 
Ehud, and wailing, and alone, 

In l.o tlio light of day ? — 
Out from the shore of the unknown sea, 
Tossing in pitiful agony, — 
Of the unknown sea (hat reels and mils, 
Speckled with the harks of little souls — 
Barks tliat were launched on the other side.' 
Aud slipped from Heaven on an elVbing lido 1 

What does lie think of his mother's eyes '! 
What does he think of his mother's hair ? 

What of the eradie-roof thai, iiies 
Forward and backward through the ah 1 

What does lie think ol his mother's breiast — 
Bare and beautiful, smooth and white, 
Seeking it ever with fresh delight- -- 

Cup of his life and couch of his rest ? 
What does lie think when her quick embrace 
Presses his hand and buries Ids face 
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Deep where the he art,- throbs sink and swell 
With a tenderness she can never tell, 

Though she inunuiii' the words 

Of all the birds— 
Words she has learned to minmiir well ? 

Now he thinks he'll go to sleep ! 

I can see the shadow creep 

Over his eyes, in soft eclipse, 

Over his brow, and over his lips, 

Out to his little finger tips ! 

Softly sinking, down he goes I 

Down he goes 1 Down he goes ! 

l/.'fain;;, !!'.-! an-J-jVj it'i-i -iHi;-/ ;i; her not, 

geo ! He is hushed in sweet, repose 1 



Behold a miracle ! Music transformed 
To morphine, and the drowsy god invoked 
By the poor prattle of a maiden's tongue 1 
A moment more, and we should all have goue 
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Down into dreamland with tlie babe I Ah, well 1 
There is no end of wonders. 



None, indeed ! 
When lazy poets who have gorged themselves, 
And cannot keep awake, make the utteiapt 
To shift the burden of their drowsiness, 
And charge a girl with what they owe to greed. 



At your old tricks again ! No sleep induced 
By song of yours, or any other bird's. 
Can linger long when you begin to talk. 
Grace, box your sister's ears for me, and save 
The trouble of my rising. 



Sister m 
Now give the proof of your obedience 



y, Google 



28 BITTER-SWEET. 

To your imperious lord 1 Strike, if you dare I 
I'll wake your baby if you lift your hand. 
Ha i king ; ha ! poet ; who is master now- 
Baby or husba.na ? Pr'ythee, tell me that 
Were I a man, — thank Heaven I am not !— 
And had a wife who cared not for my will 
More than your wife for yours, I'd hang myself, 
O wear an apron. Sec ! she kisses me ! 

And answers to my will, though well she knows 
I'll spare to her so terrible a task, 
And take the awful burden on myself ; 
Which I will do, in future, if she please I 

Now have you conquered! liook !■ I am yon 

Denounce me, scourge me, anything but kiss ; 
For life is sweet, and I alone am left 
To comfort an old man. 
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Ruth, that will do ! 
Remember Pin a Justice of the Peace, 
And bide no quarrels ; and if you and David 
Persist in strife, I'll place you under bonds 

For -join! bt.Oiavior, or condemn you both 
To solitary durance for tlio night. 

Father, you fail to understand the case. 
And do me wrong. David has threatened me 
With an assault that proves intent to kill ; 
And here's ray sister Grace, his wedded wife, 
Who'll take her oath, that jusl. a year ago 
He entered into bonds to keep the peace 
Toward me and womankind. 
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ISRAEL 
We'll all agree, then, to pronounce it quits. 

Till be awake again, of course. I trust 
I have sufficient gallantry to grant 
A nap between encounters, to a foe 
With odds against him. 



Peace, my daughter, poace ! 
You've had your full revenge, and we have had 
Enough of laughter since the day began. 
We must not squander all these precious hours 
In jest and merriment ; for when the sun 
Shall rise to-morrow, we shall separate, 
Not knowing we shall ever meet again. 
Meetings like this are rare tliia side of Heaven, 
And seem to me the best mementoes left 
Of Eden's hours. 



y, Google 



BITTER-SWEET. 



Most certainly the best, 
And quite the rarest, but, unluckily, 
The weakest, as we know ; for sin and pain 
And evils multiform, that swarm the earth, 
Antl poison all our joys and oli our hearts, 
Remind ik most of Eden's forfeit bliss. 



Forfeit through woman. 

Gl'.ACK. 

Forfeit through her power ; 
A power not lost, as most men know, I think, 
Beyond the knowledge of their trustful wives. 

[Suing and walking hurriedls to lie vtiadc 

"Tis a wild night without. 
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And getting wild 
Within. Now Grace, I— all of us— protest 
Against a scene to-night. Look ! You have 

driven 
One to the window blushing, and your lord, 
With lowering brow, is malting stern essay 
To stare the fire-dogs out of cor.nh'uan're. 
These honest brothers, with their honest wives, 
Grow glum and solemn, too, as if they feared 
At the next gust to sec the windows burst, 
Or a. riven poplar era-bin;; through the roof. 
And think of me ! — a simple hearted inuid 
Who learned from Co\v|nir only yesterday 
(Or a schoolmaster, with a handsome face, 
And a strange passion for the text), the fact, 
That wedded bliss alone survives the fall. 
I'm shocked ; I'm frightened ; and I'll never wed 
Unless I — change my mind ; 
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ISKATCj. 

And I consent 

iud the schoolmaster with the handsome face 

Propose. 

Tour pardon, father, for the jest t 
But I have never patience with the ills 
That make intrusion on my happy hours. 
I know the world is f ull of evil things, 
And shudder with the consciousness. I know 
That care has iron crowns for many brows ; 
Tliat Calvaries are everywhere, whereon 
Virtue is crucified, and nails and spears 
Draw guiltless blood ; that sorrow sits and driu 
At sweetest hearts, till all their life is dry ; 
That gentle spirits on the rack of pain 
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Grow faint or fierce, and pray and curse by 

Tliat Hell's temptations, clad in Heavenly guise, 
And armed with might, lit 1 , evermore in wait 
Along life's path, giving assault to all- 
Fatal to most ; that Death stalks through the 

Choosing his victims, sparing none at last ; 
That in each shadow of a pleasant bee 
A grief sits sadly sobbing to its leaves ; 
And that beside each fearful soul there walks 
The dim, gaunt phantom of uncertainty, 
Bidding it look before, where none may see, 
And all must go : but I forget it all— 
I thrust it from me always when I may ; 
Else I should faint with fear, or drown myself 
In pity. God forgive me ! but I've thought 
A thousand times that if I \:m\ Hi,-; power. 
Or He my love, we'd have a different world 
From this we live in. 
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Those are sinful thoughts, 
My daughter, and too surely indicate 
A wilful soul, unreconciled to God. 

So you have told me often. You have said 
That God is just, and Uiave looked around 
To seek the proof in human lot, in vain. 
The rain falls kindly on the just man'3 fields, 
Bat on the unjust man's more kindly still ; 
And I have never known the winter's blast, 
Or tlio quick lightning, or the pestilence, 
Make nice discriminations when let slip 
From God's right hand. 

ISRAEL. 

'Tis a great mystery ; 
Yet God is just, and,— blessed be His name !- 
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Is loving too. I know that I am weak, 

And that the pathway of His Providence 

Is on the hills where I may never climb. 

Therefore my reason yields her hand to Faith, 

And follows ineekly where the angel leads. 

I see the rich man have his portion here, 

And Lazarus, in glorified repose, 

Sleep like a jewel on the breast of Faith 

In Heaven's broad light. I see that whom God 

He chastens sorely, but I ask not why. 
I only know that God is just and good ; 
All else is mystery. Why evil lives 
Within His universe, I may not know. 
I know it lives, and taints the vital air ; 
And that in ways inscrutable to me — 
Yet 00:11 promising no;, his h-oumlloss lovo 

And boundless power— it lives against His will. 
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I am not satisfied. If evil live 

Against God's will, evil is ting of all. 

And they do well who worship Lucifer. 

I am not satisfied. My reason spurns 

Such prostitution to ahsuri.lit.ifis. 

I know that you are happy ; but I shrink 

From your blind faith with loathing and with ft 

And feel that I must win it, if I win, 

With the surrender, not of will alone, 

But of the noblest faculty that God 

Has crowned me with. 



O blind and stubborn child! 
My light, my joy, my burden and my grief ! 
How would I lead you to the wells of peace, 
And see you dip your fuvcn'il palms and drink. 
Gladly (d purchase this would I lay down 
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The precious remnant 01 L*.iy lii'::, and slpep, 
Wrapped in the faith you spurn, till the archange 
Sounds the last tramp. But God's will be done J 
I leave you with Him. 



Fftt.hov, talk not thus ! 
Oh, do not blame nie ! I would do it nil. 
11 but to bless you with a single joy ; 
But I am helpless. 



God will help you, Ruth. 



To quench my reason ? Can I ask the boou ! 
My lips would blister with, ilif: Llasphemy. 
I cannot take youi- faith ; and th;it h why 
I would forget that I am in a world 
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Where evil lives, and why I guard my joys 
With such a jealous care. 



There, Ruth, sit down ! 
Tis the old question, with the old reply. 
Vou fly along the path, with blooding feet, 
Where many feet have flown and bled before ; 
And he who seeks to guide you to the goal, 
Has (let me say it, father,) stopped far short, 
And taken refuge at a wayside inn, 
Whose liaunti'd halls w.-A ir.:izy [iii.sssgos 
Receive no light, avc through the riddled roof, 
Pierced thiek by pilgrim stares, that Faith m; 

he 
Upon its back, and only gaze on heaven. 
I would not banish evil if I eould ; 
Nor would I be so deep in love with joy 
As to seek for it in forgetf illness, 
Through faith or fear. 
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Teach me the better way, 
And every expiration from my lips 
Shall be a grateful blowing on your hcatl ; 
And in the coming world I'll seek the hid.; 
Of no more jtradoin iingel lh;in the man 
Who gives me brotherhood )>y leading me 
Home with himself to heaven. 



My son, 
Be careful of your words ! Tis no light thing 
To take the guidance of a straying soiil. 



I mark the burden nvli, ;i:id love it, too. 
Beeauso. 1 love tin; girl Mid love her lord, 

And seek to vindicate His love to her 
And waken hew for Him. Be tins my ]>loi< 
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God is almighty — all-benevolent ; 
Ami naught exists save by His loving will. 
Evil, or what we reckon such, exists, 
And not against his will ; else the Supremo 
Is subject, and we have in place of God 
A phantom nothing, with a. phantom name. 
Therefore I care not whether He ordain 
That evil live, or whether He permit ; 
Therefore I ask not why, in either case. 
As if He meant to curse me, hut I ask 
What He would have this evil do for me ? 
What is its mission ? what its ministry ? 
Whit golden fniit lies hidden in it.fi husk.? 
How shall it nurse my virtue, nerve my will, 
Chiisteu my passions, purify my love, 
And make me in snran goodly souse like Him 
Who bore the cross of evil, while He lived, 
Who hung and hied upon it when he died, 
And uo\t, in glory, wears the victor's crown ? 
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If evil, then, Lave part and privilejre 
In the economy of holiness, 
Why came the Christ to save us from il 
And bring us restoration of the bliss 
Lost in the lapse of Eden ? 



Anil would you 

Or Ruth have restoration of that bliss, 

And ivolconifi tran>:p];ir,l;ition lo the state 
Associate with it ? 



Would I? Would I not? 
Oh, I have dreamed of it a thousand tiroes, 
Sleeping and waking, since the torch of thought 
Flashed into iliiino lit i;evr.di;tio:i's touch, 
And filled my spirit, with its quenchless fim. 
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Most envious dreams of innocence and joy 
Have haunted mo, — dreams that were born in sin. 
Yet swathed in stainless snow. I've dreamed, and 

divaln.-; il, 
Of wondrous trees, crowned with perennial green, 
Whose: sil't still shadows gleamed with froldcn 

lamps 
Of piiiisOu t'l/iLitiiivc. e,r were flushed with life 
Radiant and tuneful when broad flocks of birds 
Swept hi and out like sheets of living flame. 
I've dreamed of aisles bificd with velvet grass, 
And bordered with the si.nui^e. intellijjcinr -. 
Of myriad loving eyes among the flowers, 
That watched me with a curious, calm delight, 
As rows of way.iido ehei'uljim may wrticli 
A new soul walling intu Paradise. 
I've dreamed of sunsets when the sun supine 
Lay rocking on the ocean like a god, 
And threw liis weary arms fur up (lie sky, 
And with vermilion- tinted fingers toyed 
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With the long tresses of the evening star. 

I've dreamed of dreams more beautiful than all— 

Dreams that were music, perfume, vision, bliss,— 

Blent and sublimed, till I have stood enwrapped 

In the quick essence of an atmosphere 

That made me tremble to unclose my eyes 

Lest I should look on God. And I have dreamed 

Of sinless men and maids, mated in heaven, 

Ere yet their souls had sought for beauteous forms 

To give them human sense and residence, 

Moving through all this realm of choice delights 

For ever and for aye ! with hands and hearts 

Immaculate as light ; without a thought 

Of evil, and without a name for fear. 

Oh, when I wake from happy dreams like these. 

To the old consciousness that I must die, 

To the old presence of a guilty heart, 

To the old fear that haunts me night and day, 

Why should I not deplore the graceless fall 

That makes me what I am, and shuts me out 



Hosted oy GoOgIC 



bitters )vi-;i-:r. 
From a condition and society 
As much above a sinful maiden's dreams 
As Eden blest surpasses Eden curat ? 



So you would be another Eve, and so — 
Fall with the first temptation, like herself 1 
God sji'oks for virtue ; you for innocence. 
You'll find it in the cradle — nowhere else- 
Save in your dreams, among the grown up babes 
That dwelt in Eden — powerless, pulpy souls 
That showed a. dimple for each touch of sin. 
God seeks for virtue, and, that it may live, 
It must resist, and that which it resists 
Must live. Believe int. God lias other thought 
Than restoration of our fallen race 
To its primeval innocence and bliss. 
If Jesua Christ— as we are taught — was slain 
Prom the foundation of the world, it was 
Because our evil lived in essence then — 
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Coeval with the great, mysterious fact. 

And He was slain that we might be transformed,- 

Not into Adam's sweet similitude — 

But the more glorious image of Himself,— 

A resolution of our destiny 

As high transcending Eden's life and lot 

As He surpasses Eden's fallen lord. 

You're very bold, my brother, very bold. 
Did I not know you for an earnest man, 
When sacred themes move you to utterance, 
I'd chide you for those most irreverent words 
Which make essential to the Christian scheme 
That which the scheme was made to kill or cure. 

Yet they do save some very awkward words, 
That limp to make apology for God, 
And, while they justify Him, half confess 
The adverse verdict of appearances. 
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I am ashamed tliat in this Christian age 

Tho pious llirong still hug the fallacy 

That this dear world of ours was not ordained 

The theatre of evil ; for no law 

Declared of God from all eternity 

Can live a moment save by lease of pain. 

Law cannot live, e'en in God's inmost thought, 

Save by the side of evil. What wure hi'.v 

But a weak jest without its penalty ? 

Never a law was born that did not fly 

Forth from the bosom of Omnipotence 

Matched, wing-and-wing, with evil and with good, 

Avenger and rewarder — both of God 



I face your thought and give it amiii-uco ; 
But I cannot embrace it till it come 
"With some of truth's credentials in its banc 
The fruits of gracious ministries. 
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Does lie 
Wlio, driven to labor by the threat'ning weeds, 
And forced to give his acres light and air 
And traps for dew su.iJ reservoirs for rain, 
Till, in the smoky light of harvest time, 
The ragged husks reveal the golden core. 
Ask truth's credentials of the weeds ? Does he 
Who prunes the ordiard ixnisihs, or tills the field, 
Or fella the forests, or pursues t-ltnir prey, 
Until the gnarly muscles of his limbs 
And the free blood that thrills in all his veins 
IVn-ay the health, that toil alone secures, 
Ask truth's credentials at the hand of toil ? 
Do you ask truth's credentials of the storm, 
Which, while we entertain communion here, 
Makes better music for our huddling hearts 
Than choirs of stars can sing in fairest nights ? 
Yet ■weeds are evils- evils toil and storm. 
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We may suspect the fair, smooth face of good ; 
Bnt evil, that assails us undisguised, 

e God's warrant in its hands. 



ISKAETj. 

I fear these silver sophistries of yours. 

If ray poor judgment gives them honest weight, 

Fat less than thirty will betray your Lord. 

You call that evil which is good, and good 

That which is evil. You apologize 

For that which God must hate, and justify 

The lifo and perpetuity of that 

Which sets itself against His holiness, 

And sends its discords through the universe. 



I sorrow if I shock you, for I seek 
To comfort and inspire. I see around 
A silent company of doubtful souls ; 
But, I may challenge any one of them 
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To quote the meanest blessing o£ its life, 
And prove that evil did not make the gift, 
Or bear it from the giver to his hands. 
The great salvation wrought by Jesus Christ^ 
That sank an Adam to reveal a God- 
Had never come, but at the call of sin. 
No risen Lord could eat the feast of love 
Here on the earth, or yonder in the sky, 
Had He not lain within the sepulchre, 
"lis not the lightly laden heart of man 
That love3 the best the hand that blesses all ; 
But that which, groaning with its weight of sin. 
Meets with the mercy that forgiveth much. 
God never fails in an experiment, 
Nor tries experiment upon a race 
But to educe its highest style of life. 
And sublimate its Issues. Thus to me 
Evil is not a mystery, but a means 
Selected from the infinite resource 
To make the most of me. 
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Thank God for light ! 
Those truths are slowly dawning on my soul, 
And take position in the firmament 
That spans my thought, like stars that know their 

Dear Lord ! what visions crowd before my eyes- 
Visions drawn forth from memory's mysteries 
By the sweet shining of these holy lights I 
I see a girl once lightest in the dance, 
And maddest with the gayety of life, 
Grow pale and pulseless, wasting day by day, 
While death lies idly dreaming in her breast, 
Blighting her breath, and poisoning her blood. 
I see her frantic with a fearful thought 
That haunts and horrifies her shri nkin g soul, 
And bursts in sighs and sobs and feverish prayers ; 
And now, at last, the awful struggle ends. 
A sweet smile sits upon her angel face, 
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And peace "with downy bosom, nesi.l<"s close 

Wliere her worn heart throbs faintly ; closer still 

As the death shadows gather ; closer still, 

As on white wings, the outward-going soul 

Flies to a home it never would haye sought, 

Had a great evil failed to point the way. 

I see a youth whom God has crowned with power 

And cursed with poverty. With bravest heart 

He struggles with his lot, through toilsome 

years,— 
Kept to his task by daily want of bread, 
And kept to virtue by his daily task,— 
Till, gaining manhood in the manly strife, — 
The fire that fills him smitten from a flin1^- 
The strength that arms him wrested from a fiend- 
He stands, at last, a master of himself, 
And, in that grace, a master of his kind. 
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Of inspiration and significance. 
Now that your eyes are opened and you see, 
Your heart should take swift cognizance, and feci 
How do these visions move you 1 

Like the hand 
Of a strong angel on my shoulder laid, 
Touching the secret of the spirit's wings. 
My heart grows brave. I'm ready now to work — 
To work with God, and suffer with His Christ ; 
Adopt His measures, and abide His means. 
If, in the law that spans the universe 
(The law its maker may not disobey), 
Virtue may only grow from innocence 
Through a great straggle with opposing ill ; 
If I must win ray way to perfectness 
In the sad path of suffering, like Him 
The overflowing river of whose life 
Touches the flood-mark of humanity 
On the white pillars of the heavenly throne. 
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Then welcome evil ! Welcome sickness, toil 

Sorrow and pain, the fear and fact of death ! 



Al', David ! welcome sin ? 



The fact of sin— so much ;— it must needs he 

Offences come ; if woe to him by whom. 

Then with good reason ; but the fact of sin 

Unlocked the door to highest destiny, 

That Christ might enter in and lead the way. 

God loves not sin, nor I ; but in the throng 

Of evils that assail ua, there are none 

That yield their strength to Virtue's struggling 

With such munificent reward of power 

As great temptations. We may win by toil 
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lintly fortitude by pain ; 
By sickness, patience ; faith and trust by fear ; 
li-.il. Lin! great stimulus that qui:* to life, 
And crowds to jjohoioih development 
Eacli chastened power and passion of the soul, 
Is the temptation of the soul to sin, 
Resisted, and re-conquered, evermore. 



I am content ; and now that I have caught 

Bright glimpses of the outlines of your scheme 

As of a landscape, graded to the sky, 

And seen thrdugh trees while passing, I desire 

No vision further till I make survey 

In some good time when I may come alone, 

And drink its beauty and its blessedness. 

I've been forgetful in my earnestness, 

And wearied every one with talk. These boys 

Are restive grown, or nodding in their chairs, 

And older heads are set, as if for sleep. 
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I beg their pardon for my theft of time, 

And will offend no more. 



Kuth, is it right 
To leave a brother in such, plight as this — 
Either to imitate your courtesy, 
Or by your act to be adjudged a boor ? 



Heaven grant you never note a sin of mine 
Save of your own construction 1 



Let it pass ! 
I see the spell of thoughtfulness is gone, 
Or going swiftly. I will not complain : 
But ere these lads are fastened to their game 
And thoughts arise u isnordniit with our them 
Let us with gratitude approach the throne 
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And worship God. I wish once more to lead 
Tour hearts in prayer, and follow with my own 
The leading of your song of thankfulness. 
Then will I lease arid leave yon for the night 
To such divertisement as suits the time, 
And meets your humor; 

[They ail arisi and ihe •■■'J sua pnvA 



[After" 

David, let lis see 
r your memory prove as true as min 
Do yon recall the promise made by you 
This night one year ago, — to write a hymn 
For this o 



I recall, and keep. 
Here are the copies, written fairly out. 
Here, — father, Mary, Euth, and all the rest ; 
There's one for each. Now what shah he the tune ? 
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The old One Hundredth — noblest tune of tunes 1 
Old tunes are precious to me as old paths 
In which I wandered when a happy boy. 
In truth they are the old paths of my soul, 
Oft trod, well worn, familiar, up to God. 

tljt %iun. 

[Jit whith all unUc tt, tiK& 

For Summer's bloom and Autumn's blight, 
For bending wheat and blasted maize. 

For health and sickness, Lord of light, 
And Lord of darkness, bear our praise 1 

We trace to Thee our joys and woes,— 
To T- hee of causes still the cause, — 

We thauk Thee that Thy hand bestows ; 
We bless Thee that Thy love withdraws. 
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We bring no sorrows to Thy throne ; 

We come to Thee with no complaint. 
In Providence Thy will is done, 

And that is sacred to the saint 
Here on this blest Thanksgiving Night, 

We raise to Thee our grateful voice ; 
For what Thou doest, Lord, ia right ; 

And thus bebeving, we rejoice. 

CliiOE. 

A good old tune, indeed, and strongly sung ; 
But, in my mind, the man who wrote the hymn 
Had seemed more modest, had he paused awhile, 
Ere by a trick he furnished other tongues 
With words he only has the heart to sing. 



Oh, Grace ! Dear Grace ! 



You may well cry for grace, 
If that's the company you have to keep. 
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I thought you convert to his sopliistry. 
It makes no difference to him, you know, 
Whether I plague or please. 



KTJTH. 



s to you. 



ISRAEL. 

There, children I No more bitter words like 

I do not understand them ; they awake 

A. sad uneasiness within my heart 

I found but Christian meaning in the hymn ; 

Aye, I could say amen, to every line, 

As to the breathings of my own poor prayer. 

But let us talk no mora I'll to my bed. 

Good night, my children I Happy thoughts be 

Till sleep arrive— then happy dreams till dawn I 



y, Google 



BITTER-SWEET, 



Father, good night ! 

There, little boys and girla- 
Off to the kitchen 1 Now there's fun for you. 
Play blind-man's-buff until you break your heads ; 
And then sit down beside the roaring fire, 
And with wild stories scare yourselves to death. 
We'll all be out there by-and-by. Meanwhile 
111 try the cellar ; and if David, here, 
Will promise good behavior, he shall bo 
My candle-bearer, basket-bearer, and — 
But no I The pitcher I will bear myself. 
I'll never trust a pitcher to a man 
Under this house, and — seventy years of age. 

[The children ruth out of Uie room wilh a shout, whizh waka 
at baby. 
That noisy little youngster on the floor 
Slept through the theology, but wakos with mirth— 
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Precocious litHo creature ! He must go 

Up to his chamber. Come, Grace, take him off,— 

Basket and all. Mary will lend a hand, 

Arid keep you company until he sleeps. 

[Okace and Maei rem™; at cradle to On chamber, and Dayid 
and Kuth retire to Vie cellar. 



[Biting and v.i en i >.■.,;. 

Isn't she the strangest girl you ever saw ? 

PRUDENCE. 

Queer, rather, I should say. Grace, now, is strange. 

I think she treats her husband shamefully. 

I can't imagine what possesses her, 

Thus to toss taunts at him with every word, 

If in his doctrines there be truth enough, 

He'll be a saint. 

PATIENCE. 

If he Hve long enough. 
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Well, now, I tell you such wild mba aa he,— 
Men who have crazy crotchets in their heads,— 
Can't make a woman happy. Don't you see ? 
He isn't settled. He has wandered off 
From the old landmarks and has lost himself, 
I may judge wrongly ; but if truth were told 
ThereM be excuse for Grace, I warrant ye. 
Grace is a right good girl, or was before 
She married David. 



Everybody says 
He makes provision for his family, 
Like a good husband. 



We can hardly tell. 
When men get loose in their theology 
The screws are started np in everything; 
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Of course, I don't apologize for Grace. 
I think she might have done more prudently 
Thai} introduce her troubles here to-night, 
But, after all, we do not know the cause 
That stirs her fretfulness. 

Well, let it go ! 
What does the evening's talk amount to ? Who 
Is wiser for the wisdom of the hour ? 
The good old paths are good enough for me. 
The fathers walked to heaven in them, and we, 
By following meekly where they trod, may reach 
The home they found. There will be mysteries ; 
Let those who like, bother their heads with them. 
If Buth and David seek to fathom all, 
I wish them patience in their bootless quest 
For one, I'm glad the misty talk is done, 
And we, alone. 
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PRUDENCE. 

And I. 
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FIRST EPISODE. 



LOCALITY— Tkt Cfiifar .Stain and Cellar. 
PBESENT-Divm and Both. 



THE QUESTION ILLUSTRATED ST SATUItR 

Look where you step, or you'll stumble ! 
Care for your coat, or you'll crock it ; 

Down with your crown, man ! Be humble ' 
Put your head into your pocket, 
Else something or other will knock it 

Don't hit that jar of cucumbers 
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Standing on the broad stair j 
They have not waked from their slumbers 

Since they stood there. 



Yet they have lived h 

What remarkable sleepers they are I 



Turn to the left— shun the wall- 
One step more- that is all ! 
Now we are on the ground 
I will show you around. 

Sixteen barrels of eider 
lliperdng all in a row ! 
Open the vent-channels wider 1 
See the froth driftod like snow, 
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Blown by the tempest below ! 
Those delectable juices 
Flowed through the sinuous sluices 
Of sweet springs under the orchard ; 
Climbed into fountains that chained them ; 
Dripped into cups that retained them, 
And swelled till they dropped, and we gained them 
Then they were gathered and tortured 
By passage from hopper to vat, 
And fell — every apple crushed flat. 
All ! how the bees gathered round them ! 
And how delicious they found them ! 
Oatstraw, as fragrant as clover, 
Was platted, and smoothly turned over, 
Weaving a neatly-ribbed basket ; 
And as they built up the casket, 
In went the pulp by the scoop-full, 
Till the juice flowed by the stoup-full, — 
Filling the half of a puncheon 
While the men swallowed their luncheon. 
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Pure grew the stream with the stress 

Of the lever and screw, 
Till the last drops from the press 

Were as bright as the dew. 
There were these juice? .-ipiLU'il : 
There were these barrels filled ; 
Sixteen barrels of eider — 
Ripening all in a row I 
Open the vent-channels wider ! 
See the froth, drifted like snow, 
Blown by the tempest below ! 



Hearts, like apples, are hard and soar, 
Till crushed by Pain's resistless power ; 
And yield their juices rich and bland 
To none but Sorrow's heavy hand. 
The purest streams of human love 
Flow naturally never, 



y, Google 



BITTKI18WEE1\ 
But gusli by pressure from above, 

Wil.i] O'.kI'j lur.il oji the lever. 
Tlie first are turbidest and meanest ; 
Tin? last ill 1 ,? sweetest and aerenest. 



Sermon quite sliort for the text 1 
What shall we hit upon next ? 
Lift up the lid of tliat cask ; 

See if tiie brine be abundant ; 
Easy for me were the task 

To make it redundant 
With teal's for my beautiful Zephyr— 

Pet of the pasture and stall — 
Whitest and comeliest heifer, 

Gentlest of all ! 

Oil it scoiDiirl cruel to slay her ! 

But they insulted my prayer 

For her careless and innocent life, 
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And the creature was brought to the knife 
With gratitude in her eye ; 
For they patted her back and chafed her head, 
And coased her with softest words as they led 

Her up to the ring to die. 
Do you blame me for crying 
When my Zephyr was dying ? 
I shut my room and my ears, 
And opened my heart and my tears, 
And wept for the half of a day ; 
And I eould not go 
To the rooms below 
Till the butcher went away. 



Life evermore is fed by death, 

In earth and sea and sky ; 
And, that a rose may breathe its breath. 
Something must die. 
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Earth is a sepulchre of flowers, 

Whose vitalizing mould 
Through boundless transmutation towers, 
In green and gold. 

The oak tree, struggling with the blast, 

Devours its father tree, 
And sheds its leaves and drops its mast, 
That more may Oe. 

The falcon preys upon the finch, 

The finch upon the fly, 
Aud nought will loose the hunger-pinch 
But death's wild cry. 

The milk-haired heifer's life must pass 

That it may fill your own, 
As passed the sweet life of the grass . 
She fed upon. 
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The power enslaved by yonder cask 

Shall many burdens bear ; 
Shall nerve the toiler at his task, 

The soul at prayer. 

Prom lowly woe springs lordly Joy ; 

From bumbler good diviner ; 
'i'lic jti-i/hiit 1:R' muct iiyn oVistim- 

Aud drink the minor. 

From hand to hand life's cup is passed 

Up Being's piled gradation, 
Till men to an^ols yli-l.l at last. 

The rich collation. 



Well, we are done with the brute ; 
Now let ns look at the fruit,— 
F.veiy barrel, I'm told, 
From grafts half a dozen years old. 
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That i.- 1 ii banvl of russets ; 
But we can hardly discuss its 

Spheres of frost and flint, 
Till, smitten by thoughts of Spring, 
And the old tree blossoming. 
Their bronze takes a yellower tint, 
And the pulp grows mellower in't ; 
But oh ! when they're sick with savors 

Of sweet3 that they dream of, 
Suit, all the to o 1.1 1 sourest flavors 

They bold the cream of I 
You will be begging in May, 
In your irresistible way, 
For a peek of the apples in gray. 

Those are the pearmains, I think, — 

JS1:l:hI ii.nd insipid ax eggs ; 
They were too lazy to drink 

The light to its dregs, 
And left then; upon the rind — 
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A delicate film of blue — 
Iionve them iilone ;— I nan flud 
Better iipples for you. 

Those are the Rhode Island greenings ; 

There are no mystical meanings 
In fruit of that color and size. 
They are too course and too juicei'ul ; 
They are too large and too useful. 

There are the Baldwins and Flyers, 
Wrapped in their beautiful fires ! 

Color forks up from their stems 

.Vs if pninttid by Flora, 
Or as out from the pole stream the flames 

Of the Northern Aurora. 

Here shall our quest have a close ; 
Fill up your basket with those ; 
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Bite through their vesture of flame, 
And then yon will gather 

All thiil is mount by the name, 
" Seek-no -farther 1" 

DAVID. 

The native orchard 'n i'aiivst. trees, 

Wild springing on the hill, 
Bear no such precious fruits as these. 
And never ivill ; 

Till axe and saw and pruning knife 

Out from them every bough, 
And they receive a gimr.liT lii'o 

Than crowns them no 



And Nature's ehildivu, i 

Though grown to stately stature, 
Must bear the fruit their fathers bore— 
The fruit of nature ; 
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Till every thrifty vice m made 

Tlie shoulder for a cion, 
Cut from the bending trees that shade 
The hills of Zion. 



Sorrow must crop each passion -shoot, 

And pain each lust infernal, 
Or human life can bear no fruit 
To life eternal. 

"For in.i<rels wait on Providence : 

And nii'irk the sunrlnri'd pluo'=, 
To graft with gentlest instruments 

The heavenly graces. 



Well, you're a puiiims creature ! 
You should have been a preaclif:!'. 
But look at that bin of potatoes — 



Hosted oy GoOgIC 



BITTERS WEET. 
Grown in all singular shapes — 
Rod and in clusters like srvnpus, 

Or more like tomatoes. 
Those are Merinoes, I guess ; 

Very prolific and cheap ; 
They make an excellent mess 

For a cow, or a sheep, 
And are good for the table, they say, 
When the winter lms passed away. 

Tluisi? ai.v my jii:;i itiiiil Cartel's ; 
Eveiy one doomed to be martyrs 

To the eccentric dosirr.! 
Of Christian people to skin them, — 

Brought to the trial of fire 
For the good that is in them 1 
Ivory tubers — divide one ! 

Ivory all the way through ! 
Never a hollow inside oue ; 

Never a core, black or blue 1 
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Ah, you should taste them when roasted ! 

(Chestnuts are not half so good ;) 
And you would find that I've boasted 

Less than I should. 
They make the meal for Sunday noon ; 

And, if you ever oat one, let me beg 

You to manage it jnst as you do an egg. 
Take a pat of butter, a silver spoon, 
And wrap your napkin round the shell ; 
Have you seen, a humming-bird probe the bell 
Of a white-lipped morning-glory ? 
Wi'JI, that's the rest of the story ! 
But it's very singular, surely, 
They should produce so poorly. 
Father knows that I want them, 
No he continues to plant them ; 
But, if I try to argue the question, 

He scoffs, as a thrifty farmer will : 
And puts me down with the stale suggestion — 

"Small potatoes, and fow in a hill." 
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Thus is it over oil the earth ! 

That which wc call the fiiirest, 
And prize for its surpassing worth, 
Is always rarest. 

Iron is heaped in mountain piles, 

And gluts the laggard forges ; 
But gold-flakes gleam in dim defiles, 
And lonely gorges. 

The snowy marble flecks the land 

With heaped and rounded ledges, 

But diamonds hide within the sand 

Their starry edges. 

The finny armies clog the twine 

That sweeps the lazy river, 
But pearls come singly from the briue, 
With the pale diver. 
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God gives no value unto men 

Unmatched by meed of labor ; 
And Cost of Worth haa ever been 

Tin.' closest neighbor. 

Wide is the gate and broad the way 

That open to perdition, 
And countless multitudes are they 

Who seek admission. 

But strait the gate, the path unkind, 

That lead to life immortal. 
And few the careful foot that find 

The hidden portal. 

All common good has common price ; 

Exceeding good, exceeding ; 
Christ bought the keys of Paradise 
By cruel bleeding ; 

And every soul that wins a place 
Upon its hills of pleasure, 
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ill, and beg for grace 

To fill the n 



Were every hill a premium mmr. 

Ami ;;ol'li. u iill the. moiiriliiius ; 

Were all the rivers fed with wine 

l!y tiriVldss fountains ; 

Ijife would he ravished of its zest, 

And shorn of its ambition. 
And sink into the dreamless rest 
Of inanition. 

Up the broad stairs that Value rears 

Stand motives beck'ning earthward, 
To summon men to nobler spheres, 

And lead them worthward. 



I'm afraid to show you anything more ; 
For parsnips and art are so very long, 
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That the passage back to the cellar-door 

Would be through a mile of song. 
But Truth owns me for an honest teller ; 

And if the honest truth be told, 
I am indebted to you aud the cellar 

For a lesson and a cold. 
And one or the other cheats my sight ; 

(O silly girl ! for shame !) 
Barrels are hooped with rings of light, 

And stopped with tongues of flame. 
Apples have conquered original sin, 

Manna is pickled in brine, 
Philosophy Tills the potato bin, 

And eider will soon be wine. 
So crown the basket with mellow fruit, 

And brim the pitcher with pearls ; 
And we'll see how the old-time dainties suit 

The old-time boys and girls. 

[Tlmy mce-ad the It 
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SECOND MOV E MEN T. 



LOCAL!! 
PRESENT— Grac 



THE QUESTION ILLUSTRATED BY EXPE- 

11IEXCE. 



Hither, Sleep i A mother wants thee ! 

Come with velvet anus ! 
Fold the baby that she grants thee 

To thy own soft charms ! 

Bear him into Dreamland lightly ! 
Give Mm sight of flowers 1 



y, Google 



)8 BITTERS 'If- h'ET. 

Do not bring hira back till brightly 
Break the morning honra ! 

Close his eyes witli gentle fingers 1 
Cross his hands of snow ! 

Tell the impels when: ha lingers 
They must whisper low I 

I will guard thy spell unbroken 

Ti thou bear my call ; 
Oome then, Sleep ! I wait the tokeu 

Of thy downy thrall. 

Now I see bis sweet lips moving ; 

He is in thy keep ; 
Other milk the babe is proving 

At the breast of sleep ! 



Sleep, babe, the honeyed sleep of 
Sleep like a bud ; for soon the sun of life 
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With ardors quick and passionate shall rise, 
And, with hot kisses, part the fragrant, lips— 
The folded petals of thy soul ! Alas ! 
"What- fi-Yi.'nsh M-iijil-isbil! i. wo and Losstlioo, then ! 
What pride and pain, iimbition and despair. 
Desire, satiety, and all that fill 
With misery life's fretful enterprise, 

fS--isi.il \maii:li aad Manck tlioc, til] thou i'all at lust, 

Joy after joy down fluttering to the earth, 

To be apportioned to the elements ! 

I marvel, baby, whether it were ill 

That he who planted thee should pluck thee now, 

And save thee from the blight that comes on all. 

I marvel whether it would not be well 

That the frail bud should burst in Paradise, 

On the full throbing of an angel's heart ! 



Oh, speak not thus ! The thought is terrible. 
He is my all ; and yet, it sickens me 
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To thick that he will grow to be a man. 
If he were not a boy ! 

Were not a boy ! 
That wakens other thoughts. Thank Hod foi 

To be a man, if aught, is privilege 

Precious and peerless. While I bide content 

The modest lot of woman, all my soul 

Gives truest manhood humblest reverence. 

It is a great and god-like thing to do ! 

Tis a great thing, I think, to be a man. 

Man fells the forests, ploughs and tills the fields, 

And heaps the granaries that feed tho world. 

At Lis behest swift Commerce spreads her wings, 

And tires tile si:io\vy uea-liinls ss she [lies, 
Fanning the solitudes fmiti clime to clime. 
Smoke-crested cities rise beneath bis hand, 
And roar through ages with the din of trade. 
Steam, is the fleet- winged herald of his will. 
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Joining the angel of the Apocalypse 

Mid sound anil smoke and wond'rous eircuir.,^1 .unco, 

And with one foot upon llic conquered sea, 

And one upon the subject land, [ nw hum* 

That apace shall be no more. The lightnings 

Their fiery forms to wait upon his thoiigM., 

And give it wing, as unseen spirits juuissc 

To bear to God the burden of his pniyer. 

God crowns him with the gift of eloquence, 

And puts a liarp into his tuneful hands, 

And makes him both His prophet and His Priest 

'Twos in his form the great ImmanueJ 

Revealed Himself ; the Apostolic Twelve, 

Like those who since have ministered the Word, 

Were men. 'Tia a great thing to be a man. 

And fortunate to have an advocate 
Across whose memory convenient clouds 
Come floating at convenient intervals. 
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The Iiarvest fields that man has honored moat 

Are those where human life is reaped, like grain. 

Tlu'l'i! >l<;VtT (Mi:.:-, il IlliU't. HOI' slllilli! il sail, 

Nor sprang a great invention into birth, 

By other motive than man's love of gold. 

It is for wrong that ho is eloquent ; 

For lust that he indites his sweetest songs. 

Christ was betrayed by treason of a man, 

And scourged and hung upon a tree by men ; 

And the sad women who were at liis cross, 

And sought Him early at the sepulchre, 

And since that day, in gentle multitudes 

Have loved and followed him, liave been mat 

slaves,— 
The victims of his power and his desire. 



And you, a wedded wife— well wedded, too— 
Can say all this, and say it bitterly ! 
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Perhaps because a wife ; perhaps because — 



Hush, Grace ! No more ! I beg you say no more. 

Nay ! ■ I will leave you at another word ; 

For I could list on !.o a l.>Ui«!>iirs;riy. 

Falling from bestial lips, with lighter chill 

Than to the mad complainings of a soul 

Whieh (In,:! hi is favored us lie favors few. 

I dare not listen when a woman's voice, 

Which blessings strive to smother, flings them off 

In mad contempt. I dare not hew the words 

Whose utterance all the gentle loves dissuade 

By kisses which arc: reasons, while' a throng 

Of friendships, comforts, and sweet charities— 

The almoners of the All-bountiful— 

With folded wing-" stand sadly looking on. 

Believe me, Grace, the pioneer of judgment— 



y, Google 



BITTER-SWBET. 



Ordained, comm 

For where it moves, good withers ; blessings die ; 

Till a clean path is left for Providence, 

Who never sows a good the second time 

Till the torn bosom of the graceless soil 

Is ready for the seed. 

GUAliE. 

Oh, could you know 
The anguish of my heart, you would not chide i 
If I repine, it is because my lot 
la not the blessed tiling it seems to you. 
OMaryl Could youknow ! Could you but know 1 

Tien why not tell me all? &u know me, love, 
And know that seorete make their graves with me , 
So, tell me all ; for I do promise yon 
Such eympathy a> Ood through suffering 
I. given me power to (Tint to soeh as yon. 
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I bought it dearly, aiil its largess waits 
The opening of your heart. 



In truth I am ashamed — to tell you all. 
You will not laugh at me? 

MAKY. 

I laugh at your 

CiHA'.!T\ 

Forgive me, Mary, for my heart is weak; 

Distrustful of itself and all the world. 

Ah, well! To what strange issues leads our life! 

It seems but yesterday that you were brought 

To this old house an orphaned little girl. 

Whose largo shy eyes, pale cheeks, and shrinking 

Filled all our hearts with wonder, as we stood 
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And stared at you until your heart o'erfilled 

With the oppressive strangeness, and you wept 

Yes, I remember how I pitied you — 

I who hade never wept, nor even sighed, 

Save on the bosom of my gentle mother ; 

For my quick heart caught all your history 

When with a hurried step you sought the sun, 

And pressed your eyes against the window-pane 

That God's sweet light might dry them. Well I 

Though ail untaught, that you were motherless. 
And I remember how I followed you,— 
Embraced and kissed you— kissed your tears 

away— 
Teats that came faster, till they bathed the lips 
That would have sealed their flooded fountain- 
heads; 
And then we wound our arms around each other, 
And passed out^out under the pleasant sky, 
And stood among the lilies at the door. 
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1 gave no forma] comfort ; you, no thanks ; 
For tears had boon your language, kiuses mine, 
And we were friends. We tallied about our dolls, 
And aE the pretty plu.yllijiirv.-i wo possessed. 
Then we revealed, wita childish vanity, 
Our iittli.' store-; of knowledge. I was full 
Ot ii sweet marvel when you pohiled o:it 
The yellow thighs of bees that, half asleep, 
Plundered the secrete of the lily -hells. 
And called the gold en pigment honey-comb. 
And your blaek eyes were opened very wide 
When I related how, one sunny day, 
I found a well, half-covered, down the lane, 
That was so deep and clear that I could see 
Straight throng]] the world, into another sky ! 

Do yon remember how the Guinea liens 

Set up a scream upon the garden wall. 

Thai, frightened me to running, when youscreamod 

With laughter quite as loud ? 
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Ay, very well ; 
But better still the scone that followed all. 
Oli, that has lingered in my memory 
Like the divinest dream of Kaphael — 
The Dresden virgin prisoned in a print- 
That watched with me in sickness through long 

weeks, 
And from its frame upon the chamber wall 
Breathed constant bcnndielions, till I learned 
To love the presence like a Roman saint. 

I\ly motiiLT called 113 in ; and at her knee, 

Etnlij'iicinjf still, we stood, and felt her smile 

Shl.ne o.n our upt.nr:n:d ]';(.■:■' :s liki; thij light 

Of the soft summer moon. And then a\u-. stooped; 

And when she kissed us, I could see the tears 

Brimming her eyes. sweet experiment ! 

To try if love of Jesus and of me 

Could make our kisses equal to her lips I 

Then straight my prescient heart set up a song. 
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And fluttered in my bosom like a bird. 
I knew a blessing was about to fall, 
As robins know the coming o£ the rain, 
And bruit the joyous secret, eve its steps 
Are heard upon the rnoinilniu tops. I knew 
You were to be my sister ; and my heart 
Was almost bursting with ita love and pride. 
E could not wait to hear the kindly words 
Our mother spokr, — her counsels and commands— 
For you were muie— my sister ! So I tore 
Vour clinging hi.nii from liurs MTth nidi 1 vunsliMiut, 
And took you to my chamber, where I played 
With you, in selfish sense of property, 
The whole bright afternoon. 

And here again, 
Within this same old chamber we are met 
We told our secrets k> e;ii/k oilier then ; 
Thus let us tell them now ; aud you shall be 

To my grief - bun 1 1: lied soul what you have said, 
.So many times that I have been to yours. 
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Alas ! I never meant to tell my tale 
To other ear than God's ; liut yon have claims 
Upon my confidence, — di'iims just rehearsed, 
And other claims which you have never known. 

And other claims which I have never known ! 
You. speak in riddles, love. I only know 

Yon grew to womanhood, were beautiful, 

Were loved and wooed, were married and we 

blest ;— 
Thai, after passage of mysterious years 
We he;ird sad stories of your misery, 
And rumors of desertion ; but your pen 
Revealed no secrets of your altered life. 
Enough for me that you are here to-night, 
And have an ear for sorrow, and a heart 
Which disappointment has inhabited. 
My history you know. A twelvemonth since 
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This fearful, festive niglit, and in this house, 
I gavo my hand to one whom I believed 
To bo the noblest man God ever made ;— 
A man who seemed to my infatuate heart .■ 
Heaven's chosen genius, through whose tuneful 

The choicest harmonies of life should flow. 
Growing articulate upon his lips 
In numbers to enchant a willing world. 
I cannot tell you of the pride fcliat tilled 
My bosom, as I marked his manly form. 
And read his soul through his effulgent eyes. 
And heard the wondrous music of his voice, 
That swept the chords of feeling in all hearts 
With such divine persuasion as might grow 
Under the transit, of an angrd's hand. 
And, then, to think that I, a farmer's child, 
Should be the woman culled from ah the world 
To be that miUi's companion, — to abide 
The nearest soul to such a soul — to sit 
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Close by the fountain of his peerless life- 
Tile welling centre of his loving thoughts— 
And drink myself, the sweetest aad the best,— 
To lay,my head upon his breast, and feel 
That of all precious burdens it had borne 
That was most precious— Oh ! lay heart was wild 
With the delirium of happiness— 
But, Mary, you are weeping 1 



Mark it not. 
Your words wake memories which you may guess. 
And thoughts which yon may sometimo know- 
Well, we were married, as I said ; and I 
Was not unthankful utterly, I think ; 
Though, if the awful question had come then, 
And stood before me with, a brow severe 
And steady finger, bidding me decide 
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Which of the two I loved the more, the God 

Who gave my husband to me, or His gift, 

I know I should have groaned, and shut my eyes. 

We passed a honeymoon whose u'jsiosphere, 

Flooded, with inspiration, and embraced 

By a wide sky set full of starry thoughts, 

And constellated visions of delight, 

Still wraps me in my dreams — itself a dream. 

The full moon waned at last, and in my sky, 

With horn inverted, gave its sign of tears, 

And then, when wasted to a skeleton, 

It sank into a heavy sea of tears 

That caught its tumult from my sighing soul. 

My husband, who had spent whole months with me. 

Till he was wedded to my every thought, 

Loft me through dreary hours, — nay, days, — alone! 

He pleaded business -business day and night ; 

Leaving me with a formal kiss at morn, 

And meeting me with strange reserve at eve ; 
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And I could mark the sea o) tenderness 

Upon whose beach I had sat down for life, 

Hoping to feel for ever as at first, 

The love breeze from its billows, and to claHp 

With open arms the silver surf that ran 

To wreck itself upon my bosom, ebb, 

Day after day receding, till the sand 

Grew dry and hot, and the old bulls appeared 

Of hopes sent out upon tliat faithless main 

Since woman loved, and he she loved was false. 

Night after night I sat the evening out, 

And heard the clock tick on the mantel-tree 

Till it grew irksome to me, and I grudged 

The careless pleasures of the kitchen maids 

Whose distant laughter shocked the lapsing hours. 

But did your husband never tell the cause. 
Of this neglect ? 
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Never an honest word. 
He told me he was writing ; and, at home, 
Sat down with heart absorbed mid absent look. 
I was offended, and upbraided him. 
I knew he had a secret, and that from 
'Die centre of its closely coiling folds 
A cunning sei'i'itun's he;id, iviili forked lon^tie, 
Swayed with a finable sturv — one for me. 

And one for whom I knew not — whom he knew. 
His words, which wandered first as carelessly 
As the free footsteps of a boy, were trained 
To the stern paces of a sentinel 
Guarding a prison door, and never tripped 
With a suggestion. 

I despaired at last 
Of winning what I sought by wiles and prayers ; 
So, through lon^ nights of sleeplessness I lay, 
And held my ear beside his silent lips — 
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An eager cup — ready to catch the gush 

01 the pent waters, if a dream-swung rod 

Should smite his bosom. It was all in vain. 

And thus months passed away, and all the while 

Another heart was heating under mine. 

May Heaven forgive me ! but I grieved the charms 

The unborn thing was stealing, for I felt 

Tliat in my insufficiency of power 

I had no charm to lose. 

And did he not, 
In this most tender trial of your heart, 
Turn in relenting ?— givo yon sympathy ? 

GBACE. 

No— yes ! Perhaps he pitied me, and that 
Indeed was very pitiful ; for what 
Has love to do with pity ? "When a wife 
Has sunk so hopelessly in the regard 
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Of him she loves that he cun pity her,— 
Has sunk so low that she may only share 
The tribute which a mute hurininity 
Bestows on those whom Providence has struck 
With helpless poverty, or foul disease ; 
She may be pitied, both by earth and heaven, 
Because he pities her. A pitied child 
That begs its bread from door to door is blest ; 
A wife who begs for love smrt coii:!ilciu.v. 
And gets "but alms from pity, is accurst. 

Well, time passed on ; and rumor eame at last 
To tell the story of my husband's shame 
And my dishonor. He was seen nt. night. 
Walking in lonely streets with one whose eyes 
Were blacker than the night,— whose little hand 
Was clinging to his arm. Both were absorbed 
In the half-vMspered converse of the time ; 
And both, as if accustomed to the path. 
Turned down an alley, climbed a flight of steps 
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Entered a door, urn! dosed it after thein — 

A door of adamant 'twist hope and me. 

I had my secret ; and I kept it, too. 

I knew his haunt, and it was watched for me, 

Till doubt and prayers for doubt, — pale flowers 

T nourished with my hull's wort; a-ushiul 

By the relentless hand of Certainty. 

Oh, Mary ! Mary ! Those were fearful days. 
My w.vdjijvs and all their shameful history 
Were opened to me daily, leaf by leaf, 
Though he had only shown their iitle-puge ; 
That page was his ; the rest were in my heart. 
I knew that he hud left my home for hers ; 
I knew his nightly labor was to feed 
Other than me ; — that lie was loaded down 
With caies that were the price of sinful love. 

Grace, in your heart do you believe all this ? 
I fear — I know — you do your husband wrong. 
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He is not competent for treachery. 
He is too good, too noble, to desert 
The -woman whom he only loves too welL 
You love him not ! 

<;1!A<;k 
I love him not ? Alas 1 
I am more angry with myself than him 
That, spite his falsehood to his marriage vows, 
And spite my hate, I love the traitor still. 
I love hii" not ? Why am I here to-night- 
Here where my girlhood's withered hopes 

strewn 
Through, every room for him to trample on — 
But in my pride to show him to you all, 
With the dear child that publishes a love 
That blessed me once, e'en if it curse me now 
You know I do my husband wrong ! You thi 
Because he can talk smoothly, ami befool 
A simple ear with pious sophistries, 
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' He must be c'c.n thf: saintly mm) he soliur 
We heard liim tali to-night ; it was done well, 
I saw the triumph of his argument, 
And I was proud, though full of spite the while. 
His stuff was meant for me ; and, with intent, 

i'oi; KCslfi.sli purpose, or in irony. 
He tossed me bitterness, and called it sweet. 
My heart rebelled, and ]i:ra yon know the cause 
Of my harsh words to him. 



'Tis very sad ! 
Oh very— very sad I Pray you go on ! 
Who is this woman 1 

GEACE. 

I have never learned. 
I only know she stole my husband's head., 
And made me very wretched. I suppose 
Thnt at the time my little babe was bom, 
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She went away 1 for David was at home 
For many days. That pain was bliss to me — 
I need no argument to teach me that — 
Which caused neglect of her, and gave offence. 
Since then, he has not where to go from me ; 
And, loving well his child, he stays at home. 

So he lugs round his secret, and I mine. 

I call him, husband ; and he calls me, wife ; 

And I, who once was like an April day, 

That finds quick tears in every cloud, have steeled 

My heart against my fate, and now am calm. 

I will live on ; and though thtssj simple folk 

Who call me sister understand me not, 

It matters little. There is one who does ; 

And he shall have no liberty of love 

By any word of mine. 'Tis woman's lot, 

And man's nios,t wouk iiud wkktsd wantonness. 

Mine is like other husbands, I suppose ; 

No worse— no better. 
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Ask you syjmutliy 
Of such as I ? I cannot give it you, 
For you have shut mo from the privilege. 

I asked it once ; you < t $.wa me uhUJirf. 
I had no choice but to grow hard again. 
'Tis my misfortune and my misery 

; .l.']i:i.( everv hiLUil whoso frii'.:;il]y ministry 

My poor heart- craves, is holil — wiihhdd— by him , 

And I must freeze that I may stand alone. 

And so, bocai;so one man is false, or you 
Imagine him to be, all men are false ; 
Do I speak rightly ? 

Have it your own way. 
Men fit to iovo, and fitted to be loved. 
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Are prone to falsehood. I will not gainsay 
The common virtue of the common herd. 
I prize it as I do the goodisb. men 
Who hold the goodish si nil', and know it not 
These serve to fill an easy-going world, 
And that to clothe it with complacency. 



I had not tlio;i ; .;'i: misanthropy like this 
Could lodge with yon ; so I must e'en confess 
A talc which never parsed my ]jps before, 
Nor sent its flush to ally cheek but mine. 
In this, I'll prove my friendship, if I lose 
The friendship which deman&j the sacrifice. 

1 have come hack, a worse than widowed wife ; 
Yet I went out with dream as bright us yours,— 
Nay, brighter, — for the birds were singing then. 
And apple-blossoms drifted on the ground 
Where snow-flakes fell and flew when you were wed. 
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The skies were soft ; the rosns budded full : 

The meads and swelling uplands fresh and green ;- 

The very atmosphere was full of love. 

It was no girlish carelessness of heart 

That kept my eyes from tears, as I went forth 

From this dear shelter of the orphan child. 

I felt that God was smiling on my lot. 

And made the airs his angels to convey 

To every sense and sensibility 

Tin:- message of his favor. Every sound 

Was music to me ; every sight was peace ; 

And brtsathiiii; w:lh 1.1 if! drinking of perfume, 

I said, content, and full of gratitude, 

" This is as God would have it ; and he speaks 

These pleasant languages to tell me so." 

But I had no such honeymoon as yours. 
A few brief days of happiness, and then 
The dream was over. I had married one 
Who was the sport of vagrant impulses. 
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We had not been a fortnight wed, when he 
Came home to me with brandy in his brain— 
A iti3'"11'" fool— for love lite mine to hide 
Ah if he were an unclean beast. Grace ! 
I cannot paint the horrors of that night 
My heart, till then serene, and safely kept 
In Trust's strong citadel, quaked all night long. 
As tower ami ki^tum full before the rush 
Of fierce convictions ; and the tumbling walls 
Boomed with dull throbs of ruin through my brain. 
And there were palaces tlisit leaned on this — 
Castles of air, in long and glittering lines, 
Which melted into air, and pierced the blue 
Tliat marks the star-strewn vault of heaven -—all fell 
With a faint crash like that which scares the soul 
When desolation shivers through a dream 
Smitten by nightmare,— fell and faded all 
To utter nothingness ; and when the morn 
Flamed up the East, and with its crimson wings 
Brushed out the paling stars that all the night 
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In silent, slow process hi:!., one by one, 
Had gazed upon me through the open sash, 
And passed along, it found me desolate. 

The stupid dreamer at my side awoke, 

And with such helpless anguish as they feel 

Who know that they am weak us well ;is vile. 

I saw, through all his forward promises, 

Excuses, prayers, and pledges that were oaths, 

(What he, poor boaster, thought I could not see, ) 

That he was shorn ol! will, aud that his heart 

Was us defenceless as -,>, li ilk: child's ; — 

That nmleNioal.h his fair good fellowship 

He was debauched, and dead in love with sin ; — 

That love of me had made him what I loved, — 

That I could only hold him till the wave 

Of some o'erwhelmirc; impulse should sweep in, 

To lift his feet and hear him from ray arms. 

T felt that mom, when ho went trembling forth, 

With bloodshot eyes and forehead hot with woe, 
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That theneeiVirl.li sirii'o woidd be 'twist Hell and 

TUc odds against me — Iol- niy husband's soul. 

Poor dove ! PoorJ\L«y ! Have you suffered thus i 
You liad not even pride to keep you up. 
Wore he my husband, T had left him then — 
The ingrate ! 

Not if you had loved as I ; 
1'et what you know is but a bitter drop 
Of the full cup of gall that I have drained. 
Had he left me unstained,— had I rebelled 

Against the influence by which he sought 
To bring me to a compromise with him, — 
To make my shrinking soul meet his half way,— 
It had been better ; but he had an art, 

When iLjip-iite or passion mo"ved m him, 
That clothed his sins wil.h fair flpolii^io.-., 
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And smoothed the wrinkles of a haggard guilt 

With the good-natured hand of charity. 

He knew he was a fool, he said, aud said again ; 

But human nature would be what it was, 

And life bad never zest enough to bear 

Too much dilution ; those who worked like slaves 

Must have their days of frolic aud of fun. 

He doubted whether God would punish sin ; 
God was, in fact, too good to punish sin ; 

For sin itself was a compounded thing-, 

With weakness for its prime ingredient. 

And thus he fooled a heart that loved him well ; 

And it went toward his heart by slow degrees, 

Till Virtue seemed a frigid anchorite, 

And Vice, a jolly fellow— bad enough, 

But not so bad as Christian people think. 

This was the cunning work of months— nay, years ; 
And, meantime, Edward sank from bad to worse. 
But he had conquered. Wine was on his board, 
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Without my protest — with a glass for me ! 
His boon companions came and went, and made 
My home their rendezvous with my consent 
The douglily oath that shocked my ears at first, 
The doubtful jest that meant, or might not mean, 
That which should set a woman's brow aflame, 
Become at last (oh, shame of ■womanhood !) 
A thing to frown at with a covert smile ; 
A thing to smile at with a decent frown ; 
A thing to steal a grace from, as I feigned 
The innocence of deaf unconsciousness. 
And I became a jester. I could jest 
In a wild way on sacred things and themes ; 
And I have thought that in his better moods 
My husband shrank with horror from the work 
Which he had wrought in me, 

I do not know 
If, during all these downward-tending years, 
Edward kept well his faith with me. I know 
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He used to tell mc, in his boastful way, 
IIow he had broke the hearts of pretty maids. 
And that if he were single— well-a-day ! 
The time was past for thinking upon that ! 
And I had heart to toss the badinage 
Back in his teeth, with pay of kindred coin ; 
And tell hini lies to stir his bestial mirth ; 
And make my boast of conquests : and pretend 
That the true heart I had bestowed on him 
Had flown, mid left him but an empty hand. 

I had some days of pain and penitence. 
I saw where all must end. I saw, too well, 
Edward was growing idle,- that his form 
Was gathering disgustful corpulence, — 
That he was going down, and dragging me 
To shame and ruin, beggary and death, 
lint judgment came nut] overshadowed us ; 
And one quick bolt, shot from, the awful cloud, 
Severed tin. tin that bound two v> 
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What God hiitli joined together, God may part :-■ 
Grace, hare you thought oi that "i 

GltACt. 

You scare me. Mary 1 
Nay ! Do not turn on me with such a look ! 
Its dread suggestion gives my heart a pang 
That stops its painful beating. 

MABY. 

Let it pass ! 
One morn we woke with the first flush of Light, 
Our windows jiLi'ving with the ca.nnfinade 
That ushered in the nation's festal day. 
The village streets were full of men and boyn, 
And resonant with rattling mimicry 
Of the blaek-throated monsters on the hill,— 
A crashing, crepitating war of fire, — 
And as we listened to the fitful feud, 
Dull detonations came from far away. 
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Pulsing along the fretted atmosphere, 
To tell that in the ruder -villages 
The day had noisy greeting, as in oars. 

I know not why it was, but then, and there, 
I felt a sinking sadness, passing tears— 
A dark foreboding I could not dissolve 
Nor drive away. But when, nest morn, I woke 
In the sweet stillness of the Sabbath day, 
And found myself alone, I knew that hearts 
Which once have been God's temple, and in which 
Something divine still lingers, feel the throb 
Along the lines that bind them to The Throne 
When judgment issues; and, though dumb and 

blind, 
Shudder and faint with prophecies of ill. 
How — by what cause — calamity should come, 
I could not guess; that it was imminent, 
Seemed just as certain as the morning's daws. 

We were to have a gala day, indeed. 



Hosted oy GoOgIC 



BITTERSWEET. 123 

Thsre were to be processions and parados, 
A great oration in a mammoth tent, 
Ti'itL dinner following, and toast and speech 
By all the wordy magnates of the town ; 
A grand balloon ascension afterwards ; 
And in the evening, fireworks on the hill 
I knew that drink would flow from mom till night 
In a wild maelstrom, circling slow around 
The village rim, in bright careering waves, 
But growing turbulent, and changed to ink 
Around the village centre, till, at last, 
The whirling, gurgling vortex would engulf 
A maddened multitude in drunkenness 1 . 
And this was in my thought (the while my heart 
Was palpi l.al.i hi; with its nameless IV;ir), 
As, wrapped in vaguest dreams, and purposeless, 
1 laced my slioc iind uii/.ed upon ilic sky. 
Then strange delcrmiualion stirred in mo: 
And, turning sharply on my chair, 1 said, 
" Ed ward, where'er you «o to-day, I jroj " 
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If I had smitten Mm upon the face, 

It had not tingled with a hotter name. 

He turned upon me with a look of hate— 

A something worse than anger — and, with oaths. 

Raved tike a fiend, and cursed me for a fool. 

But I was firm ; he could not shake iny will ; 

bi>, through lho morm:.;;. until a i ten '.;>;;::. 

He stayed at homo, and drank and drank again, 

Watching the dock, and padug up and down, 

Until, at length, he came and sat by me, 

To try his hackneyed tricks of blandishment. 

tie had not meant, he said, to give offence ; 

lint, women in a crowd were ont. of place. 

He wished to see the aeronauts embark, 

Aud meet some friends ; but there would be i 

throng 
Of boys and drunken boors around the car, 
And I should not enjoy it ; more Hutu this, 
The rise would be a fin or tipeel.ii.ele 
At home than on the ground. I gave assent, 
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And lie went out. Of course, I followed him ; 
For I liad learned to read him, and I knew 

There was some precious .scheme of sin on foot. 

The crowd was heavy, ami his form was lost 
Quick as it touched the mass ; but I pressed on. 
Wild shouts and laughter punishing my ears, 
Till I could see the bloated, breathing cone, 
As if it were some monster of the sky 
Caught by a uet and fastened to the earth — 
A butt for jeers to all the meny mob. 
But I was distant still ; and if a man 
In mad impatience tore a passago from 
. The crowd that pressed upon him, or a girl, 
I'si^ik'ued or fainting, was allowed escape, 
I slid like water to the vacant space, 
And thus, by deftly won advances, gained 
The stand I coveted. 

We wailed long : 
And as the curious gazers stood and talked 
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About the diverse currents of the air, 

And wondered where the daring voyagers 

Would find a landing-place, a young man said, 

In words intended for a spicy jest, 

A man and Yeoman living in the town 

Had taken passage overland for hell ! 

Then at a distance rose a scattering shout 

That fixed the vision of the multitude, 

Standing on eager tiptoe, and afar 

I saw the crowd give way, and make a path 

For the pale heroes of the crazy hour. 

Hats were tossed wildly as they struggled on, 

And the gap closed behind them, till, at length, 

They stood within the ring. Oh, damning Might ! 

The woman was a painted courtesan ; 

The man, my husband I I was dumb as death. 

My teoth were clenched together like a vice, 
~ And every heavy heart-throb was a chill 

But there I stood, and saw the shame go on. 
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They took their seats, the signal gun wns fired ; 
The cords were loose'd, and then the billowy bnllf 
Shot toward the zenith ! 

Never bent the sky 
With more cloudless depth of blue than then ; 
And, as they rose, I saw his faithless arm 
Slide o'er her shoulder, and her dizzy head 
Drop on his breast. Then I became insane. 
I felt that I was struggling with a dream— 
A horrid phantasm I could not shake off. 
The hollow sky was swinging like a bell ; 
The silken monster swinging like its tongue; 
And as it reeled from side to side, the roar 
Of voices round me rang, and rang again, 
Tolling the dreadful knell of my despair. 

At the last moment I could trace his form, 
Edward leaned over from his giddy seat, 
And tossed out something on the air. I saw 
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The little missive i'UlI. taring slowly down. 

And stretched my hand to catch it, for I know, 

Or 11iij-.i{.;ht I know, that it would COnlO to in:'. 

And it did come to me— as if it slid 

Upon the cord that bound my heart to his — 

Strained to its utmost tension —snapped at last. 

I marked it as it fell. It was a rose. 

I grasped it madly as it struck iny hand, 

And buried all us thorns within my palm ; 

But the fierce pam lv'-;?;k-.\1 my prisoned voice, 

And with a shriek, I stayi'erod, swooned, and fell. 

That night was brushed from life. A passim: friend 
Directed those who bore me rudely off ; 
And I was carried to my home, and laid 
Entranced upon my bed. The Sabbath mom 

'l.'lmt followed all this din and devilry 

Sluing noiseless wide its doors of yellow light, 

And in the hallowed stillness I awoke. 

My heart was still ; T could not stir a band. 
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I thought that 1 was flying or was dfind,— 
That I had slipped through smooth, u: 
Into the everlasting silent; ess. 

I could not speak ; but winning strength at last, 
I turned my eyes to seek for Edward's fate, 
And saw an unpressed pillow. He was gone ! 



1 iviis o[)|)i-esscd wit.li awful sense of loss ; 

And as a mother, by a turbid soil. 

That lias ingulfed her fairest, child, sits down 

And moans over the waters, and looks out 

With curious despair upon the waves, 

Until she marks a lock of floating hair, 

And by its threads of gold draws slowly in. 

And clasps and presses to her frenzied breast 

The fonn it has no power to warm again, 

So I, beside the sea of memory, 

T.ay IVi'l'ly morvr.iiig. yarning for a dew 

By which to reach my own extinguished life. 

It came. A burning pain shot through my palm. 
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And thorns awoke what thorns had put to sleep. 
It all came back to me — the roar, the rush, 
The upturned faces, the insane hurrahs, 
The skyward shooting spectacle, the shanie — 
And ttien I swooned again. 



But was he killed ? 
Did his foolhardy adventure end in wreck ? 
Or did it end in something worse than wreck ? 
Surely, he came again ! 



He had his reasons, and I knew them soon ; 

Hut, first, the fire enkindled in. my brain 

Burnt through long weeks of fever — burnt my frnt 

Until it lay upon the sheet as white 

As the pale ashes of a wasted coal. 

Then, when strength came to me, and I conld sit 
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Braced by the double pillows that were mine, 
A kind friend took my hand and told me all 

Tlie day that Edward left me was the last 

He could have been my husband ; for the nest 

Disclosed his infamy and my disgrace. 

He was a thief, and bad been one for years, — 

Defrauding those whose gold he held in trust ; 

And lie lvaa ruined — ruined utterly. 

The very bed 1 sat on was not his, 

Nor mine, except by tender charity. 

A guilty secret menacing behind, 

A guilty passion burning in his heart, 

And by his aide, a guilty paramour, 

He seized upon this reckless whim, and fled 

From those he know would curse him ere ho slept 

My cup was filled with wormwood ; and it grew 
Bitter and still more bitter, day by day, 
Changing from shame and hate, to stern revenge 
lafe had no more for me. My home was lost ; 
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My Su-iiLS-i unfitted to return to this ; 

And, reckless of the future, I went forth — 

A woman stricken, maddened, iksperate. 

J aouglit the city witli as sure a scent 

As vultures truck a cura^:; through the air. 

I knew him there delivered up to sin, 

And longed to taunt him with his infamy, — 

To haunt his haunts ; to sting his perjured soul 

With sharp reproaches ; and to scare his eyes 

With visions of lus work upon my face. 

But God kail other moans than my revenge 
To humble him, and other thought for ma 
I saw him only once ; we did not meet ; 
There was a street between us ; yet it seemed 
Wide as the miln'khjtjil giilf Unit yawns between 
The rich man and the beggar. 

"Twos at dawn. 

I had arisen from the sleepless bed 
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Which my scant means had purchased, and gone 

forth 
To taste the air, and cool my burning brow. 
1 wandered on, not know ing where I went, 
Nor caring whither. There were few astir ; 
The market wagons lumbered slowly in, 
Piled high with carcasses of slaughtered lamlis, 
Baskets of unhusked com, and mint, and all 
The frosh, green things that grow in country tirhls. 
I read the signs — the long and curious names- 
And wondered who invented them, and if 
Their owners knew how very strange they wore. 
A corps of weary firemen met me once, 
Late home from service, with their gaudy car, 
And loud with careless curses. Then I stopped, 
And chatted with a frowsy-lioaded girl 
Who knelt among her draggled skirts, and scrubbed 
The heel-worn door-steps of a faded house. 
Then, as I left her, and resinned my walk, 
I turned my eyes across the street, and saw 
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Aeight which stopped my foot, my breath, my heart 

It was my husband. Oh, how sadly changed 1 

His bloodshot eyea stared from an anxious face ; 

His hat was battered, and his clothes were torn 

And splashed with mud. His poisoned frame 

Had shrunk away, until his garments hung 

In folds about him. Then I knew it all ; 

Jlin lifo hud boon a iricjisui'uiess debauch 

Since his most shameless flight ; and in his eye, 

Eager and strained, and peering down the stairs 

That tumbled to the ante-rooms of hell, 

I saw the thirst which only death can quench. 

He did not raise his eyes ; I did not speak ; 

There was no work for me to do on him ! 

And when, at last, he tottered down the steps 

Of a dark gin-shop, I was satisfied, 

And half-relentingly retraced my way. 

I cannot tell the story of the months 

That followed this. I toiled and toiled for bread. 
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And for the shelter of one stingy room. 
Temptation, ■which the hand of poverty 
Bears oft seductively to woman's tips, 
To me came not. I hated men like beasts ; 
Their flattering words, and wicked, wanton leers. 
Sickened me with ineffable disgust. 



As I sat idly dreaming of the past, 
And questioning the future, my quick ear 
Caught sound of feet upon the creaking stairs, 
. And a light rap delivered at my door. 
I said, " Come in I" with half defiant voice, 
Although I longed to see a human face, 
And needed labor for my idle hands. 
But when the door was opened, and there stood 
A mau before me, with an eye as pure 
And brow as fair as any little child's, 
Matched with aform and carriage which combined 
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All manly beauty, dignity, and grace, 

A quid; IjIiihIi ori-v whelmed J'iv prtilid ell 

And, ere I knew, and by no act of will, 
I rose and gave him gentle courtesy. 



He took a seat, and spoke with f 

Of many pleasant tilings— the pleasant sky. 

The stars, the opening foliagi' in the park ; 

And then he came to bushiest- He would havi 

A piece of exquisite embroidery ; 

My liiLiid was cubing if ropoi - . were true ; 

Would it oblige him ? It wordd do, I sail. 
That whicltit could to satisfy his wish ; 
And when he took the deliea'e pattern out. 
And spread the dainty fabric on his knees, 
I knew he had a wife. 

He went away 
With kind "Good night," and said that with my 
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He'd call and watch the progress of the work. 
I marked his oiiivful st.qw ;:down the stairs, 
And then, his brisk, firm tread upon the stones, 
Till in the dull roar of the distant streets 
It mingled and was lost. Tliou 1 was lost — 
Lost in a wild, wide-ranging reverie — 
From which I roused not till the midnight hush 
Was broken by the toll from twenty tower!;. 

This is a man, I said— a man in truth ; 
My room has known the presence of a man, 
And it has gathered dignity from him. 
I felt my being flooded with new life. 
My heart was warm ; my poor, sore-footed thoughts 
Sprang up full fledgud through ether; and I felt 
Like the sick woman who had touched the hem 
Of Jesus' garment, when through all her veins 
Leaped tho swift tides of youth. 

He had a wife ! 
Why, to a wrecked, i'oi'Sii'ic-n thing like me 
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Did that thought bring a pang ? I did not know ; 

But truth to tell, it gave me stinging pain. 

If he was noble, he was naught to me ; 

If he was great, it only made me less ; 

H he loved truly, I was not enriched. 

So, in my selfishness, I almost cursed 

The unknown woman, thought for whom had 

brought 
Her loving husband to me. What was I 
To him ? Naught but a poor unfortunate, 
Picking her bread up at a needle's point. 
Hell come and criticise my handiwork, 
I said, and when it is at last complete, 
Hell draw his purse and give me so much gold ; 
And then, forgetting me for ever, go 
And gather fragrant kisses for the boon, 
Prom lips that do not know their privilege. 
I could be nothing bnt the medium 
Through which. Lis love should pass to reach its 

shrine ; 
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The glass through which the sun's electric beams 
Kindles the rose's heart, and still remains 
Chill and serene itself— without reward ! 
Then came to me the thought of my great wrong. 
A man had spoiled my heart, degraded me ; 
A wanton woman had defrauded me ■; 
I would get reparation how I could I 
He must be something to me — I to him ! 
All men, however good, are weak, I thought ; 
And if I can arrest no beam of love 
By right of nature or by leave of law, 
111 stain the glass I And the last words T said, 
As I lay down upon my bed to dream, 
Were those four words of sin : "I'll stain the glass !" 

Mary, I cannot hear you more ; your tale, 
So bitter and so passing pitiful 
I have forgotten tears, and feel my eyes 
Burn dry and hot with looking at yottr face, 
Now gathers blackness, and grows horrible. 
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Nay, you must hear me out ; I cannot pftiiso ; 
And have uo worse to say than I have said- 
Thank God, and him who put away my toils ! 

He came, and came again ; and every charm 
God had bestowed on me, or art could frame. 
I used with keenest ingenuities 
To fascinate the sensuous element 
O'er which, mistrusted, and but half asleep, 
His conscience find propriety stood guui'd. 
I told with tears the story of my woe ; 
lie listened to me with fi thoughtful f;icc, 
And sadly sighed ; and thus I won his ruth. 
And then I told him how my life was lost ;— 
How earth had nothing more for me but pain ; 
Not e'en a friend. At this, he took my hand, 
And said out of his nobleness of heart, 
That I should have an honest friend in him ; 
On which I bowed my head upon his arm. 
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And wept again, as if my heart would break 
With the Ml pressure of its gratitude. 

1 le put me gently off, and rend my face : 
I oliiod before bin) hopeless, helpless, his ! 
His swift soul gathered what I meant it should. 
He sighed and trembled ; then lie crossed tho i\-mc 
And gazed with eye absti-aef.ed on the sky ; 
Then came and looked at me ; tlien turned, 
As if ;illVi^hl.Oil at. his sponging OKiiig'iH 
And, with abrupttsi movement, left the room. 

This time he took with him the broidered thing 

That I had wrought for him ; and when I oped 

The little purse that he rewarded me. 

I found full golden payment five times told. 

Given from pity ? thought I,— that aloue ? 

Is manly pity so munificent ? 

Pity has mixtures that it knows not of t 

It was a cruel triumph, and I speak 
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Of it with utter penitence and shame. 

1 knew that he would noma again ; I knew 

Ilis feet would bring him, though his soul n: belled ; 

I knew that cheated heart of his would toy 

With the seductive chains that, gave it thrall, 

And strive to reconcile its perjury 

With its own coj!s<;icufifi of the better way 

f!v fabrication of apologies 

It knew were false. 

And he did come again ; 
Confessing a strange interest in me, 
And doing for me many kindly deeds. 
I knew the nature of the sympathy 
That drew him to my sidf!, better than he ; 
Though I could see that solemn change in him 
Which every face will wear, when Heaven and H-'l) 
Am struggling in the lviart for mastery. 
lie WiV-i unhappy ; ovury sudden sound 
Startled his apprehensions ; from his heart 
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fiose heavy suspirations, charged with prayer. 
Desire, and deprecation, and remorse ; — 
Sighs like volcanic breathings — sighs that scorched 

}\\\~ inirdiii)!.; lips and spread h!« face with ashes, — 
Si;;lis burn in such convulsions of Die sold 
That his strong frame quaked like Vesuvius, 
Burdened with restless kva. 

Day by day 
I marked his dalliance with sinful thought. 
Without a throb of pity in my heart. 
T took his gifts, which brought immunity 
From toil and care, as if they iyi'.to my ri^lit. 
Day after day I saw my power increase, 
Until that noblo spirit was a slave — 
A craven, helpless, ml'ls; 



But this was not to last— thank God and him I 
One night he came, and there had been a change. 
My hand was kindly taken, but not held 
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In the way wonted. He was self -possessed; 

The powers of darkness and bis Christian heart 

Had had a struggle— his the victory ; 

And on his manly brow the benison 

Of a majestic peace had been imposed. 

Was I to lose the guerdon of my guile? 

He was my all, and by the only means 

Left to a helpless, reckless thing, like me. 

My heart made pledge the strife should be renewed. 

I took no notice of his altered mood, 

But strove, by all the tricks of tenderness, 

To fan to life again the drooping flame 

Within his heart;— with what success, at hot. 

The sequel shall reveal. 

Strange fire came down 
Responsive to my call, and the quick flash 
That shrivelled resolution, vanquished will, 
And with a blood-red flame consumed the crown 
Of peaee upon his brow, taught him how weak- 
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How miserably imbecile — Le hud become, 
Tampering with torn pillion. Such a groan, 
Wrung from such agony, as then he breathed, 
Pinv Heaven my ears may never hear again! 
He smote his foivhcud with his rij_"id palm. 
And sin lit, as if the blow had stunned him, to his 

inees, 
And (here, with face pressed hard upon his hands, 
Gave utterance to frenzied sobs and prayers — 
The wild arfci«LiUiHoi;s of despair. 
I was confounded. He — a man — thought I, 
Blind with remnvse by simple look at .sin! 
And I— a woman— in the devil's hands, 
Luring him Hellward with no blush of shame! 
The thought mmc swift from God, and pierced my 

heart 
Like a barbed arrow; and it quivered there 
Through whiles of tumult— quivered — and mis fust. 

Thus, while I stood and marked Lis kneeling form. 
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Still shocked by deep convulsions, such a light 

Illumed my soul, and flooded nil the room, 

'Chat, without thought, I said, " The Lovdishere!" 

Then straight my spirit Lcan-d these wondrous words: 

"Tempted in all points like ourselves was He — 

Tempted, but sinless." Oh, what majesty 

Of meaning did those precious words convey ! 

'Twiis through tempLiition, thought I, that the 

Lord— 
The mediator between God and men— 
Ueachcd down the hand of sympathetic lovo 
To meet the grasp of lo-t- Humanity ; 
And this man, kneeling, has the Lord iu him, 
And comes to mediate 'twixt Christ and me, 
" Tempted hut sinless ;"— one hand grasping mine. 
The other Christ's. 

Why had he suffered thus ? 
Why had his heart been led far down to mine, 
To beat in sinful sympathy with mine, 
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But thai my hoiirf. should tiling to his and him, 

Arid follow his with draw a! to thi! lioiglits 

From whence he had descended ? Then I learned 

Why Christ was tempted ; and, as broad and full, 

The heart of the great secret was revealed, 

And I perceived God's deidings with my son), 

I knelt beside the tortured man and wept, 

And cried to Heaven for mercy. As I prayed, 

My soul cast off its shameful enterprise ; 

And when it fell, I saw my godless self— 

My own degraded, tainted, guilty heart, 

Which it had hidden from me. Oh, the pang— 

The poignant throe of uttermost despair— 

That followed the discovery 1 I felt 

That I was lost beyond the grace of God, 

And my heart turned with instinet sure uud swift 

To the strong strn <;gi! t, jirayiug at my side, 

And begged his succor and his prayers. I felt 

That he must lead menp to where the hand 

Of Jesus eould lay hold on me, or I was doomeil. 
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Temptation's spell was past. He took my hand, 

And, as he prayed thai we might he forgiven, 

And pledged our future loyalty to God 

And his white throne within our hearts, I gave 

Responses to e;ich promise ; then I crowned 

His closing utterance with such Amen 

As weak hearts, conscious of their weakness, give 

When, bowed hi dust and clinging to the robes 

Of outraged mercy, they devote themselves 

Once and forever to the pitying Christ. 

Then we arose and stood upon our feet. 

Ho gave me no repro;i(;ho.=, hut with voice 

Attempered to his altered mood, confessed 

His own blamoworthine^, unit pressed the prayer 

That I would pardon him, as ho believed 

That God had pardoned ; but my heart was t'ull,- 

80 full of its sore sense of wrong to him, 

Of the deep guilt of shameful purposes 

And treachery to worthy womanhood, 



y, Google 



PATTER-SWEET. 141 

That I could not repeal his Christian words, 
Asking forbearance on my own behalf. 

He sat before me for a golden hour ; 

Ami gave mo coimwl :md eniinurncvment, 

Till, hke broad gates, the possibilities 

Of a serener and a higher life 

We ro thrown wide open to my eager foot, 

And I resolved that I would enter in, 

And, with God's gracious help, go no more out. 

For weeks he watch r:d me with stem carefulness, 
Nourished my rr-solutioii, prayed with me, 
And led me, step by step, to higher ground, 
Till, gathering impulse in the upward walk, 
And strength in purer air, and keener sight 
In the sweet light that dawned upon my soul, 
I grasped the ami of Jesus, and was safe. 
And now, when I look back upon my life, 
It seems as if that noble man were sent 
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To give me rescue from the pit. of death. 

But from his distant hoi;;}ii he could not reach 

And act upon my soul ; so TTeaven allowed 

Temp tut ion's ladder 'twixl his soul and mine, 

That they might meet nuil yield his mission thrift. 

I doubt not in my grateful soul to-night 

That had lie stayed within his higher world, 

And tried to call me to him, I had spurned 

Alike his mission and his ministry. 

That he was tempted, was at, once my ■•\n 

And my salvation. That he sinned in thought, 

And fiercely wrestled with temptation, won 

For his own spirit that humility 

Which God had sought to clothe him with in vain, 

By other measures, and that strength whieli up rings 

From a great conflict and a victoiy. 

We talked of this ; and on our bended knees 

We blessed the Great Dispenser for the means 

By which we both Jul..! learned our sinful selves 

And found the way to a diviner life. 
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So, with rny chastened heart and life, I come 
liaek to my home, to live— perhaps to die. 

God's love 1ms been iii nil this discipline : 
God's love lias used those awful sins of mini; 
To make me good and happy. I can mourn 
Over my husband ; I can pray for him, 
Xu.y, I forgive him ; for I know the power 
With which temptation comes to stronger men. 
I know the power with which it came to me. 

And now, dear Grace, my stovv is complete. 
Yoti have received it with dumb wonderment, 
And it has been too long- Tell me what thought 

Stirs in your face, find waits for utterance, 

tatum. 

That I have suffered little— trusted leas ; 
That I liave failed in charity, and been 

Unjust to all men- .specially to one. 

I did not think there'lived a man on earti] 
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Who had such virtue as this friend of yours, — 
Weak, and yet strong. 'Twere but humanity 
To give him pity in Iris awful strife ; 

To stint t.ho moed of revoivnce and praise 

For his triumphant conquest of himself, 

Wore infamy. I love and lionor him ; 

And if I knew my husband were as strong, 

I could fall down before, and worship him ; 

I could fall down, and wet his feet with tears — 

Tears penitential for the grievous wrong 

That I have done him. But alas ! alas ! 

The thought come;, back again. God in Heave 

Help me with pa1.iiw:o to a wait the hour 

When ilio groat uiirooHeo: Thy discipline 

Shall be revealed, and, liko this chastened one, 

I can behold it, and ho Knrisiiod. 



Hark 1 They are calling us below, I think. 
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We must go down. We'll talk of this again 
When we hnvc leisure. Kiss the little one, 
And thank his weary brain it- sleeps so well. 

{They descend. 
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LOCALITY— Tlic KildicH, 
PRESENT— Joseph, Samuel, IIebekah, ami utter Childuen, 

THE QUESTION ILLUSTRATED BY STORY. 

JOSEPH. 

Have we not had " Button-Button " enough, 
And "Forfeits," and all such silly stuff? 

Well, we were playing " Blind-Man's-Boff " 
Until you fell, and roso in a hull, 
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And declared the gamo wjw loo rude and rough. 

Poor boy ! What a pity he isn't tough ! 



Ha ! ha ! ha ! what a pretty boy ! 
Papa's delight, and mamma's joy ! 
Wouldn't he hke to go to bed, 
And have a cabbage-leaf on his head ? 



Laugh, if you lite to ! Laugh till you're grey ; 

But I guess you'd laugh another way 

If you'd hit your toe, and fallen like rne, 

And cut a bloody gash in yom' knee, 

And bumped your nose and bruised your shin, 

Tumbled over the rolling-pin 

That rolled to the floor in the awful din 

That followed the fall of the row of tin 

That stood upon the dresser. 
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Guess again — dear little gnesser ! 
You wouldn't catch tliis boy lopping his wing, 
Or whining over anything. 
So sfir your stnnips. 
Forget your bumps, 
Get out of your dumps, 
And up and at it again ; 
For the clock is striking ten, 
And Ruth will come pretty soon and say 
"Go to your beds 
You sleepy heads !" 
So— quick ! What shall we play ? 



I wouldn't play any more, 
For Joseph is tired and sore 
With his fall upon the floor. 
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Then he shall tell a story. 



About old Mother Morey? 



No! Tell lis imotiifiv. 



About my brother ? 



Now, Joseph, you shall bo good, 
And do as you'd he done by ; 

\\V: didn't m;';iri to be rude 

When you fell mid begun to cry ; 

WY: win i tod ti.i niiiko yon lin^iit. vmir |i;un ; 

But it frets you, and wiVIl not. lit:ir>-li iijraiu. 
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Well, if you'll all sit still, 
Anil not l>o frisking about, 
Nor niter a wi:is].n'r till 
You've heard my story out, 
I'll tell you a tale as weird 
As ever you heard in your lives, 
Of a man with n long blue hoard, 
And the way he treated bis wives. 



Oli, that will be nice ! 
We'll be still as mice. 



rrr.»> '.V ,v","- !t'!Kf ;i-/. 

Centuries since there flourished a man, 
(A cruel old Tartar as rich as the Khan.) 
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Whose castle was built on a splendid plan, 

With gardens .ami groves and p!anta:ii'Us ; 
But his shaggy beard was as blue as the sliy, 
And he lived alone, for Lis neighbors were shy, 
And had heard hard stories, by the by, 

About his domestic relations. 

Just on the opposite side of the plain 

A widow abode, with bei daughters twain ; 

And one of theru — neither cross nor vain — 

Wits a beautiful little treasure ; 
So he sent them an invitation to tea, 
And having a natural wish to see 
His wonderful ni.illo and gardens, all three 

Said they'd do themselves the pleasure. 

As soon as there happened a p'.ea -ant day, 
Xliey dressed themselves in a sumptuous way, 
And rode to the castle as proud and gay 
As sOlis and jewels could unite them j 
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And they were received in the finest style, 
And saw everything that was worth their while, 
In the halls of Blue Beard's grand old pile, 
Where he was so kind as to take them, 

The liiiliiis wort! all enchanted quite ; 
For they found old Blue Beard so polite 
That they did not suffer at all from fright, 

And frequently called thereafter ; 
Then he offered tu marry t!io younger one. 
And iis she was willing the thing wiis done, 
And celebrated by all the ton 

"With feasting and with laughter. 

As kind $ husband as ever was seen 
Was Blue Beard then, for a month, I ween ; 
And she was as proud as any queen, 
And as happy as she could be, too ; 

But her husband called liei* to him one day : 
And said, " My dear, I am going away ; 
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It will not be long that I shall stay ; 
There is business for me to see to. 

" The keys of my castle I leave with you ; 

But if you value my love, be true, 

And forbear to enter the Chamber of Blue ! 

Farewell, Fatima ! Remember 1" 
Fatima promised him ; then she ran 
To visit the rooms with her sister Ann ; 
But when she had finished the tour, she begau 

To think about the Blue Chamber. 

Well, the woman was curiously inclined, 
So she left her sister and prudence behind, 
(With a little (.'xcusoj and started to find 

The mystery forbidden. 
She paused at the door ;— all was still as night I 
She opened it ; then through the dim blue light 
There blistered her vision the horrible sight 

That was in that chamber hidden. 
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The room was gloony and damp mid wide, 
And the floor was red with tlie bloody tide 
From headless women, laid side by side. 

The wives of her lord and master ! 
Frightened and fainting, she dropped the key, 
But seized it and lilted it quickly ; tlieu she 
Hurried as swiftly as she could flee 

From the scene of the d 



She tried to forget tlie terrible dead, » 

But shrieked when she saw that the key was red, 
And sickened and shook with an awful dread 

When she heard Blue Beard was coining. 
He did not appeal- to notice her pain ; 
But he took his keys, and seeing the stain, 
He stopped in the middle of the refrain 

That he had been quietly humming. 

" Mighty well, madam !"' said he, " mighty well 1 

What does this httle blood-stain tell ? 

You've broken your promise ; prepare to dwell 
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With the wives I've bad before you ! 
You've broken your promise, and you shall die," 
Then Fafcinia, supposing lior death was nigh, 
Fell on her knees and began to cry, 

"Have mercy, I implore you !" 

"No 1" shouted Blue Beard, drawing his sword ; 
" You shall die this very minute, " he roared. 
"Grant me time to prepare to meet my Lord," 

-Till! terrified "tt"0!:l;:li rUUV;ii i "■ £ 1 . 

" Only ten minutes," he roared again ; 
And holding his wateh by il.s groat gold chain, 
He marked on the dial the fatal ten. 
And retired till they were completed. 

" Sister, oh sister, fly up to the tower I 
Look for release from this murderer's power ! 
Our brothers should be Lrre this very hour ; 

Speak ! Does there come assistance 1" 
" !No : I see nothing but sheep on the hill." 
"Loojt again, sister !" "I'm looking still, 
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Bat naught can I see, whether good or ill. 
Save a flurry of dust in the distance." 

"Time's up!" shouted Eiue Beard, out from his 

"This moment shall witness your terrible doom, 
4nd give you a dwelling within the room 

Whose secrets you have invaded." 
"Comes there no help for my terrible need ?" 
"There are horsemen twain riding hither with 
spoiiii." 

" Oh I tell them to ride very fast indeed, 
Or I must meet death unaided. ' ' 

"Time's fully upl Now have done with your 

pniyctv' 
Shouted Blue Beard, swinging his sword on the 

Then he entered, and grasped her beautiful hair, 

Swung Ms glittering weapon around him : 
But a loud knock rang at the castle gate, 
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And Fatima was saved from her horrible fate. 
For shocked with sui] irisu lit.- paused too lato ; 
And then the two soldiers found uira. 

They were her brothers, and quick as they knew 
What the fiend was dom« their swards they drew, 
And attacked him lirreely, and nm li'ni i.lnviigii, 

So that soon he was mortally wounded. 
With a wild remorse was his conscience filled 
When he thought i'( (.lie hapless wives lie had killed; 
But quickly the last of his blood was spilled, 

And his dying groan was sounded. 

As soon as Falima recoveri/d fvo:n '.'right, 

She embraced her brothers with great delight ; 

And they were as glad and as grateful quite 

As she was glad and grateful. 
Then they all went out from that scene of pain, 
And sought in quietude to regain 
Their minds, which had come to be quite insane. 
In a place so horrid and hateful. 
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'Twas a private funeral Blue Beard liail ; 
For the people knew he mas very bad, 
And, though they said nothing, they all were glad 

For the fall of the evil-doer; 
But Fatima first ordered some graves to be made, 
And there the unfortunate ladies were laid, 
And after some painful months, with the aid 

Of her friends, her spirits eanie to her. 

Then she cheered the hearts of the suffering poor, 
And an acre of laud around each door, 
And a cow and a couple of sheep, or more, 

To her tenantry she granted. 
So all of them had enough to eat, 
And their love for her was so complete 
They would kiss the dust from her little feet, 

Or do anything she wanted. 



Capital"! Capital! Wasn't 
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I should like to have been her brother ; 

And if I had b(!cn, you msiy guess there would 
Have been little work for the oilier. 

I'd have run him. right through the heai-t, just ai 
And cut off hia head at a single blow, 
And killed him. so quickly ho'd never know 
What it was that struck him, wouldn't I Joe ? 



Yon are very bravo with your bragging tongue ; 
But if you had been there, you'd have sung 

A very diffovont tune. 
Poor Blue Beard ! He would have been afraid 
Of a little boy with a penknife blado, 

Or a tiny pewter spoon ! 



It makes no difference what you say 
(Pretty little boy, afraid to play!) 



3y Google 



BITTER-SWEET. 
But it. served him rightly any way. 

And gave him just Ida due. 
And wasn't it good tliat his little wife 
Should live in his eastlo. the rest of her life, 

And havfi all his money too ? 



I'm thinking of the ladies who 
Wove lying in the Chamber Blue, 
With all their small necks cut in two. 

I see them lying, hn.lf a score, 
In a long row upon the floor, 
Their cold, white bosoms marked with gore 

I know the sweet Fatima would 
Have put their heads on if she could ; 
And made them live — she was so good ; 
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And washed their faces at the sink ; 
But Blue Beard was not sane, I think ; 
I wonder if he did not drink ! 

For no man in his proper mind 
Would be so cruelly inclined 

As to kih ladur.vi nho were kind. 



Story and comment alike are bad ; 
These little follows are raving mad 

With thinking what they should do, 
Supposing their sunny-eyed sister had 
Given her "heart -and her head — to a lad 
Like the man with the Beard of Blue. 
Eueh little jacket 
Is now a packet 
Of murderous thoughts and fancies ; 
Oh, the gentle trade 
By which fiends are made 
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With tlie ready aid 

Of tliosfi bloody old romances! 
And Uxr lit. tl« gh'i takes the woman's turn, 
And thinks that the old curmudgeon 
Who owned a castle, and rolled in gold 
Over fields and gaidcns manifold, 
And kept in his house a family tomb, 
With his howling couvsosind his billiard-room 
Where he could preserve his precious dead. 
Who took the kiss of the bridal bed 
From one who straightway took their head, 
And threw it iiwuy with Urn ]uir of <jk>ves 
In which he wedded his hapless loves, 

Had some excuse for his dudgeon. 



We learn by contrast to admire 
The beauty that enchains lis ; 
And know the object of dfisiro 
By that which pains un. 
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The roses blushing at the door, 

The lrtp.se of leafy June, 
The singing birds, the sunny slioi 
The summer mcon :— 



ill these entrance the eye or car 

By innate graee and charm ; 
But o'er them reaching through the your 
Hangs Winter's arm. 

To give to memoiy the sign, 

The index of our bliss, 
And show by contrast how divine 
The summer is. 

From el tilling blasts and stormy skies 

Bare hills and icy streams, 
Touched into fairest hfe arise 
r dreams. 
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And virtue never seems so fair 

From the red eyes and bloody Imiy 
That vice displays. 

We are too low, — our eyes too dark 

Love's height to estimate, 
Save as we note the sunken mark 
Of brutal Hate. 

So this (.■nsauguined taJe Khali more 

Aright eucli little dreamer, 
And Blue Beard teach them how to love 
The sweet Fatima. 

They hate liis crimes, and it is well ; 

They pity those who died ; 
Their sense of justice when he fell 
Was satisfied. 
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No fierce revenges are the fruit 

Of their just iinliifiLiitioii ; 
They sit in judgment on the brute, 
And condemnation ; 

Aud turn to her, his leseued w ifc. 
il'-.r i'li'shIs kii kind and human ; 
And love the beauty of her life, 
Aud bless the -woman. 



That is the way I suppose you would twist it ; 
And now that the boys are disposed of, 
And the moral so handsomely closed off. 

What do you say of the girl ? That she missed it. 

When she thought of old Blue Beard as some doof 

Jllihl.a, 

Who with this notion essay to delude us : 
That when he rokntod, 
And fiercely repented, 
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He was hardly so bad 
As he commonly liad 
The fortune to be rcprcpcr.teii ? 



The noblest pity in the earth 

Is tliii-t bestowed on sin. 
The Great Salvation hod its birth 
That ruth within. 

The girl is nearest God, in fact ; 

The boy gives crime its due ; 
She blames the author of the act, 
And pities too. 

Thus, from this strange excess of wrong, 

Iler tender heart has caught 
The noblest truth, the sweetest song, 
The Saviour taught. 
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So, more than measured homily. 
Of sage, or priest, or piv.aclier, 
Ta this wild tale of cruelty 

Love's gentle teacher. 

It tolls of sin, its deep remorse, 

Its fitting recompense, 
And vindicates the tardy course 
Of Providence. 

These boyish bosoms are on fire 

With ehivalric possession, 
And burn with just and manly ire 
Against oppression. 

The glory and (lie grato of lifts, 

And love's surpassing sweetness, 

Rise from the monster to the wife 

In high completeness ; 
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And thence look down with mercy's eye 

On sin's accurst abuses, 
And seek to vrnst from clurity 
Some fair excuses. 



These greedy mouths are watering 
For the fruit within the basket ; 
And although, they will not ask it, 
Their jack-knives all are burning 
And their eager liands are yearning 

For the peeling and the quartering. 
So let us have done with our talk ; 
For they are too tired to say their prayers, 
And the time is come they should walk 
From the story below to the story up stairs. 
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DRAMATIC, 
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THE QUESTION ILLUSTRATED BY THE 
DENOUEMENT. 



Since the old gentleman retired to bed, 

Things !:avo gone strangely. David, here, ami Ruth, 

Have wasted thirty minnhis underground 

In explorations. One would think the house 

Covered the entrance of the Mammoth Cave, 

And they had lost themselves. Mai-y and Grace 
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Still hold their chamber and their conference, 

And pom into each others greedy ears 

Their stream of talk, whose low, monotonous hum, 

Would lull to slumber any storm but this. 

The children are play-tired and gone to bed ; 

And one may know by looking round the room 

Their place (if sport was hr.ro.. And wo, plain folk, 

Who have no gift of speech, especially 

On themes which we and none may understand. 

Have yawned and nodded i:i the <;ri;:i.t square; room. 

And wondered if the parted family 

Would ever meet again. 



John, do you see 
The apples and the cider on the hearth ? 
If I remember rightly, you discuss 
Such themes as these with noticeable zest 
And pleasant tokens of intelligent; ; 
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Rather preferring scanty company 
To the full circle. So, sir, take the. lead, 
And help yourself. 



Aye I That I will, and give 
Your welcome invitation currency, 
In the old-fashioned way. Come! Help yonrsolvrai ! 

DAVID. 

[Looking cut <V"^''< "■■.■'■'■■"■■ 

The ground is thick with sleet, and still it falls I 
The atmosphere is plunging like the sea 
Against the woods, and pouring on the night 
The roar of breakers, while the blinding spray 
O'erleaps the barrier, and comes drifting on 
In hnes as level as the window-bars. 
What curious visions, in a night like this, 
Will the eye conjure from the rocks and trees. 
And zigzag fences ! I was almost sure 
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I saw a man staggering along the road 
A moment since ; but, instantly dm shape 
Dropped from my siglit. Hark! Was not that a 

call— 
A human voice ? There's a coupsiiiM.i'y 
Between my eyes anil ears to play me trioks, 
Else wanders there abroad some hapless soul 
Who needs assistance. There he stands again, 
And with unsteady essay strives to breast 
The t.(.!i:i|)cst. Husli ! Did you not hum- iluitcry ? 
Q'-'.ick, brothers ! We must out, and give our aid. 
None but a dying and despairing man 
Ever gave utterance to a cry like that. 
Nay, wait for nothing. Follow me 1 

BUTH. 

Alas! 
Who can he be, who on a night like this, 
And on this night, of all nights in the year, 
Holds to the highway, homeless ? 



3y Google 



BITTER-SWEET. 

FffODENCE. 

Probably 
Some neighbor started from his home in quest 
Of a physician ; or, more likely still, 
Some: poor iiifAirifitfi, sadly overcome 
By his sad keeping of the holiday. 
I hope they'll give him quarters in the bam ; 
If he sleep here, there'll be no sleep for me. 



I'll not believe it was a man at all ; 
David and Ruth, are always seeing things 



I see plainly n 
What we shall all see plainly, soon enough. 
The man is dead, and they are bearing liim 
As if be were a log. Quick ! Stir the fire, 
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And clear the settle ! We must lay him there. 

I will bring cordials, and flannel stuffs 

With which t«i chafe him ; open wide the door. 

[Hitmen enter, bcarixj :i i'«:ijj :i,ittK,i»j :'(/<■ ■'■.:>'', Ml'ei'/i «CJ .■ 



Now do my bidding, orderly and swift ; 

And we may "save from death a fellow man. 

Peter, relieve him of those i'lw.en shoos. 

And wrap his feet in flannel. This way, Bath ! 

Administer that cordial yourself. 

John, you are strong, and that rough liiiud of yoili'f 

Will cliafe him well. Work with a will, I say ! 

My hand is on his heart, and I can feel 
Both warmth and motion. If we persevere. 
He will be saved. Work with a will, I say ! 

A groan ? Ha ! That is good. Another gruau '< 
Better and better I 
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Tt is down at last ! — 
A spoonful of the cordial. His breath 
Comes feebly, but is warm upon my hand. 



Give him brisk treatment, and persistent, too ; 
And we shall be rewarded presently, 
For there is life in. him, 

He moves his lips 
And tries to speak. 

And now liu opens Lis eyes. 
What eyes ! How wandering and wild they are I 



Wo are your friends. We found y 

By the cold storm without, and brought 

We are your friends, I say ; so be at ea* 
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And lot us do according to your need. 
What is your wish ? 



My friends ? O God in. Heaven I 
They've cheated me ! I'm in the hospital. 
Oh, it was cruel to deceive me thus ! 
No, you are not my friends. What bitter pain 
Racks my poor body ! 



Poor man, how he raves ! 
Let us be silent while the warmth and wine 
Pnjvoko his slugjrish blood to steady flow, 
And each dead sense comes back to life again. 
O'er the same path of torture which it trod 
When it went out from him. He'll slumber ao\ 
And, when he wakens, we may talk with him 
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Shall I not call the family ? I think 
Mary and Grace must both be very colli ; 
And they know nothing of this strange affair. 
I'll wait them at the landing, and secure 
Their silent entrance. 



If it plea 



Why ! We heard nothing of it— Grace and I :— 
What a cadaverous hand I How blue and thin ! 



At his first wild awaking he bemoaned 
ITi." fiiii tied durance in a hospital ; 
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And since he spoke so strangely, I have thought 
He may have fled a road-house. Matters not ! 
WeVe done our duty, and preserved his life. 

Shah I disturb him if I look at him ? 
I'm strangely curious to see his face. 



Go. Move you carefully, and bring us word 
Whether he sleeps. 

[Jlnns rfccs, y»..s ,'n <'« settle, and sinks buck, fiiiidiat). 

Why ! What ails the girl ? 
I thought her nerves were iron. Dash her brow 
And bathe her temples ! 



There— there, —that will do. 
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DAVID. 
The man is speaking. Hush I 

STEIAMiliEl. 

Oh, what a heavenly dream ! But it is past, 
Like all my heavenly draims, for never more 
SSIuM dream entrance me. Death has lie vcr droarnn, 
But everlasting wakefulness. The eye 
Of the quick spirit that has dropped the flesh 
M;lv dui-ii no mare in dumber. 

I must die ! 
This painless spell which binds my weary linibs — 
This peace ineffable of soul and sense- 
Is dissolution's herald, and gives note 
That life is conquered and tin: struggle o'er. 
But I had hoped to see her ere I died ; 
To kneel for pardon, and implore one kiss, 
Pledge to iny sotd that in the coming heaven 
We flhoidd not meet as strangers, but rejoin 
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Our hearts and lives so madly sundered hero, 
Through fault and freak of mine. But it ia well ; 
God's will he done ! 

I dreamed that I had reached 
The old red farm-house,— that I saw the light 
Flaming as brightly as in other times 
It flushed the kitchen windows ; and that forma 
Were sliding to and fro in joyous life, 
Restless to give me welcome. Then I dreamed 
Of the dear woman who went out with me 
One sweet spring morning, in her own sweet spring, 
To wretchedness and rain I Oh, forgive- 
Dear, pitying Christ, forgive this cruel wrong, 
And let me die ! Oh, let me— let me die I 
Mary ! my Mary 1 Could you only know 
How I have suffered sinee I fled from you,— 
How I have sorrowed through long months of pain. 
And prayed for pardon,— you would pardon me. 
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Mary, what means this ? Does he dream alone, 
Or are we drciU'iin^ ? 

Edward, T am here! 
I am your Mary ! Know yon not rny lace 'i 
My husband, speak to me ! Oh, speak once more 1 
This is no dream, but kind reality. 



\_RxisLns'n\aii'!j, ■i;!u ■'!■■: .ii"i' ; 7 mti-lly arm 

Ton, Mary ? Is this heaven, and am 1 dead ? 
I did not know yon died : when did yon die ? 
And John and Peter, Grace and little Ruth 
Grown to a woman ; are they nil with yon ? 
"lis very strange ! O pity me, my friends ! 
For God has pitied me, and pardoned, too : 
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Else I should not be here. Say, you seem cold, 

And look on me with sail severity. 

Have you no pardoning word— no smile for mo ? 

This is not Heaven's but Earth's reality ; 

Tins is the farm-house— these your wife and friends. 

I hold your hand, and I forgive you all. 

Pray you recline ! You are not strong enough 

To hear this yet 

EDWARD. 

\8inking back. 
O toiling heart ! O sick and sinking heart ! 
Give me one hour of service, ere I die ! 
This is no dream. This hand is precious flesh, 
And I am here where I have prayed to be. 
My God, I thank thee 1 Thou hast heard my 

prayer 
And, in its answer, given me a pledge 
Of the acceptance of my penitence. 
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How have I yearned for this one priceless horn- 1 

Cling to me, dearest., while rny feet go down 
Into the silent, struun ; not' loose your hold, 
Till angels clasp me on the other side. 



Edward, you ore not dying — must not die ; 
For only now xn>. wo prepared to live. 
You must have quiet, and a night of rest 
Be silent, if you love me I 



If I love ? 
Ah, Mary ! never till this blessed Lour, 
When power and passion, lust and pride are ; 
Have I perceived what wedded love may be ;- 
Unutterable fondness, soul for soul ; 
Pro i< in u deist, tend erne hfi between two hearts 
Allied by nature, interlocked by life. 
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I know that I shall die ; but the low clouds 
That closed my mental vision have retired, 
Arid left a sky sis clow and calm as Heaven, 
I must talk now, or never more on earth : 
So do not hinder mo. 

[Weeping* 
Have you a wish 
That I can gratify ? Have you any words 
To send to other friends ? 

EDWARD. 

I have no friends 
But you and these, and only wish to lea\ a 
My worthless name -mh] memory redeemed 
Within, your hearts to pitying respect. 
I have no strength, and il becomes me no^ 
To tell the story of my life of sin. 
I was a drunkard, thief, adulterer ; 
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And fled from shame, with shame, to find 
I had but few months of debauchery, 
Pursued with mad intent to damp or drown 
The flames of a consuming conscience, when 
My body, poisoned, crippled l>y disease. 
Refused the guilty service of my soul, 
And at mid-day fell prom: upon the street. 
Thence I was carried to a hospital, 
And there I woke to that delirium 
Which none but drunkards this side of the pit 
May even dream of. 

But at hist there came, 
With abstinence and kindly medicines, 
Release from pain, and peaceful sanity : 
And then Christ found me, ready for His hand. 
I was not ready for Him when He came 
And asked me for my youth; and when He knoeko."' 
At my heart's door in manhood's early prime 
With teuderest monitions, J debarred 
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His waiting feet with promise and excuse ; 
And when, in after years, absorbed in sin, 
The gentle summons swelled to thunderings 
That echoed through the chambers of my soul 
With threats of vengeance, I shut up my ears ; 
And then He went away, and let me rash 
Without arrest, cr protest, toward the pit. 
I made swift passage downward, till, at length, 
I had become a miserable wreck- 
Pleasure behind me ; only pain before ; 
My life lived out ; the fires of passion dead ; 
Without a friend ; no pride, no power, no hope ; 
No motive in me, e'en to wish for life. 
Then, as I said, Christ came, with stem and sad 
Reminders ot His mercy and my guilt, 
And the door fell before Him. 

I went out, 
And trod the wildernesses of remorse 
For many days. Then from their outer verge. 
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Tortured and blinded, I plunged madly down 
Into the sullen bosom of despair ; 
l>i;t .stron g!.U from Hiuvt'ii was given 1110, aud pre- 

St'l'VCll 

Breath in my bosom, till a liglit streamed up 
Upon the other shore, and I struck out 
(In the cold waters, struggling for my life. 
Fainting I reached the. bead], and on my knees 
Climbed up the thorny hill of penitence, 
Till I could see, upon its distant brow, 
The Saviour beek'ning. Then I ran— I flew— 
Aild grasped his outstretched hand. It lifted me 
High on the everlasting rock, and then 
It folded me, with all my griefs and tears, 
My sin-sick body and my guilt-stained soul, 
To the great heart that throbs for all the world. 



Dew Lord, I bless thee ! Thou hast heard 1 
prayer, 
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And saved the jv-anderer ! Hear it once again, 

And length™ out tin? Life thou hast redeemed ! 



Mary i my wife, forbear ! I may not give 
Response to such petition. I have prayed 
That I may die. "When first the love Divine 
Received me on its bosom, and in mine 
I felt the springing of another life, 
I begged the Lord to grant me two requests— 
The first that I might die, and in that world 
Where passion sleeps, and only influence 
From Him and those who ('luster at His throne 
Breathes on the soul, the germ of His great life, 
Bursting wiihiu iae, might he poi-feeteii 
The second, that voi:r life, my love, and mine. 
Might be once more united on the earth 
In holy marriage, and that mine might be 
Breathed out at last within your loving arms. 
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One pray or is grantor], ami the other waits 
But a brief space for its ae('nm|)lish;n!.'nt. 



But why this prayer to die ; Still loving me, — 
Wit.]) the great motive for desiring life, 
And t-lic deep sot rot e£ enjoyment won, — 
Why pray i'or death V 

Do you not know me, Mary ? 
I am afraid to live, for 1 am weak. 
I've found a treasure only life can steal ; 
I've won a jewel only death will keep. 
In such, a heart as mine, the priceless pearl 
Would not be safe. That which I would not take 
When health was with me, — which T spurned away 
So long as I had power to sin, I fear 
Would be surrendered with that power's return. 
And the temptation to its exercise. 
For soul like mine, diseased in every part. 
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There is but one condition in which grace 
May give it service. For my malady 
The Great Physician draws the blood away 
That only flows to feed its baleful fires ; 
For only thus the balsam and the balm 
May touch the springs of healing. 

So I pr.iy 
To bo delivered from myself, — to be 
Delivered from necessity of ill,— 
fu In: secured from bringing harm to you. 
Oh, what a boon is death to the sick sou! ! 
I greet it with a joy that passes speech, 
Were the whole world to come before me now, — 
Wealth with its treasure;) ; Pleasure with its cup ; 
Power robed in purple ; Beauty in its pride, 
And with Love's sweetest blossoms garlanded ; 
Fame with its bays, and Glory with its crown, 
To tempt nie life ward, I would turn away, 
And Ef.i-fif.di my liandH with utter eagerness 
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Toward the pale angel waiting for me now 

And givo my hand to him, to bis led out, 
Serenely singing, to the land of shade. 



Edward, I yield you. I would not retain 

One who has strayed so long from God and heav 

When his weak feet have found the only path 

Open for such as ho. 



My strength recedes ; 
But ete it fail, tell me how fares your life. 
You have seen sorrow ; but it comforts me 
To hear the language of a chastened soul 
From one perverted by my guilty hand. 
You speak the dialect of the redeemed— 
The Heaven-aecepted. Tell me it is so. 
And you are happy. 



Hosted oy GoOgIC 



304 B1TTEU-SW KET. 

With sweet hope and trust 
I may reply, 'tis as you think and wish. 
I have seen sorrow, surely, and l.he more 
That I have seen what was far worsts ; but God 
Seut his own servant to me to restore 
My sadly straying feet to the sure paih : 
And in my soul I have the pledge nf yrac-e 
Which shall suffice to keep them there. 



All, joy 1 
You found a friend ; ami my o'erflowing heart, 
\VVili>;;; with 'iradtaJc, pours out to him 
For his kind ministry its fitting meed. 
Oh, breathe Iris name to me, that my poor lips 
May bind it to a benison, and that, 
While dying, I may whisper it with those— 
Jesus and Mary— which I love the best. 
Name him, I pray yon. 
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MAKY 

You would ask of me 
To bear your thanks to hini, and to rehearse 

V.-iur ll Vll:^ WOl'll.H ? 



.He asks your good friend's name 
You do not understand him. 

It is hard 
To give denial to a dying wish ; 
But, Edward, I've no right to apeak his name. 
He was a Christian man, and you may give 
Of the full Largess of your gratitude 
All, without robbing God, you have to give, 
And fail, e'en t.ueit, of worthy recompense. 
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Nay, Mary, tell it him ! 
Where is he going lie should bruit the name >, 
KoriiomYxT where lie lies, and that no ears 

B.i vi: 1.1 10 Si: of augels — — 

There are others here 
Who may not hear it. 

We -will all retire. 
It is not proper we should linger here, 
Barring the sacred confidence of hearts 

I'i;rti]jg .so sadly. 

Mary, you must yield. 
Nor keep the secret longer from your friends. 

David, you know not what you say. 
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I know; 
o give tin.' dying man no more delay. 



I will declare it uiidyr your command. 
This stranger friend— stranger for many month* 
This man, selectest instrument of Heaven, 
Who gave me succor in my hour of need, 
Snatched me from ruin, rescued me from want, 
Counselled and cheered me, prayed with me, ni 

Led me with careful hand into tin' light, 
Was he now bending over you in tears- 
David, my brother I 



Blessed be his n 
Brother by every law, above — below ! 
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David ? My husband ? Did I hear aright ? 

You are not jesting ! Sure you would not jest 

At such a juncture ! Speak, my husband, speak ! 

Is this a plot to cheat a dying man, 

Ov nhoat a wife who, if it be no plot) 

Is worthy death ? What can you mean by this ? 



r less than my true words c. 



O moan and jealous heart, what hast thou done ! 
What wrong to honor, spite to Christian love. 



Hosiery GoOgIC 



BITTER-SWEET, 20' 

And shame to self beyond self-pardoning ! 
How can I ever lift my faithloss eyes 
To those true eyes that I have counted false ; 
Or meet those lips that I have charged with has; 
Or win the dear embraces 1 have spumed ? 

most unhappy, most unworthy wife ! 

No one but he who still has clung to thee, — 
Proud, and imperious, ami impenitent, — 
No one but he who has in silence borne 
Thy peevish criminations and complaints 
Can now forgive thee, when in deepest, shame 
Thou buwest wif.li confession of thy faults. 
Dear husband! David I Look upon your wife ! 
Behold one kneeling never knelt to you I 

1 have abused you and your faithful love, 
And in my great humiliation, pray 

Yon will not trample me beneath your feet. 
Pity my weakness, and remember, too, 
That Love was jealous of thee, and not Hate — 
That it was Love's own pride tormented me. 
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My husband, take me once more to jour arms, 

And id.-..-. inn iii I'lu-giw^iusn ; s;i-y flinl. you 

Will be my counsellor, my iViond, my love ; 

And I will give myself to you again, 

To bo all yours— my reason, confidence, 

My faith and trust all yours, my heart's best love, 

My service and my prayers, all yours — all yours ! 



Rise, dearest, rise ! It gives me only pain 

That such as you should kneel to such as I. 

Tour words inform me that you know how weak 

I am whom you Lure only fancied weak. 

Forgive you ? I forgive you everything : 

A tiiI take the pardon which your prayer insures. 

Let this embrace, this kiss, be evidence 

Our jarring hearts catah common rhythm again, 

And we are lovers. 
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Hush I You trouble Mm, 
He understands this scene no more than we. 
Mary, ke speaks to yon. 



Dear wife, farewell I 
The room grows dim, arid silently and soft 
The veil is dropping 'twixt niy eyes and yours, 
Which soon will hide me from you— you from rat 
Only one hand is warm ; it rests in yours, 
Whose full, sweet pulses throb along my arm, 
So that I live upon them. Cling to me ! 
And thus your life, after my life is past, 
Shall lii.y jul' gently in the arms of Pout.]]. 
Thus shall you link your being with a soul 
Gazing unveiled upon the G rent White Throne. 

Dear hearts of love iiiii'tounding me, farewell ! 

I cannot see you now ; or, if I do, 

You are transfigured. There are floating forma 
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That whisper over me like summer leaves ; 

And now there comes, and spreads through all my 

Delicious b.-AW.a of another life, 

From out whose essence spring, like living flowers, 

Angelic senses with quick intimates, 

That catch the rustle of ethereal robes, 

And the thin eliimo of melting ministrelsy— 

Kiting and fulling— answered far away— 

As Echo, drcamm;; in the Twilight woods, 

llqii.Mls the warble of her twilight birds. 

And flower's that mock the Iris toss their cui>a 

In the impulsive ether, and spill out 

Sweet tides of perfume, fragrant deludes, 

Flooding my spirit like an angel's bival.li. 



And still the throng increases ; still unfold 
With broader span and more elusive sweep 
The radiant vistas of a world divine. 
But O my soul ! what vision rises now I 
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Far, far away, white blazing like: 1,1 ui sun. 
In deepest distance and on highest height, 
Through walls diaphanous, and atmosphere 
Flecked with unnumbered forms of missive power, 
Out-going fleetly and returning slow, 
A presence shines I may not penekntf! ; 
But on a throne, with smile ineffable, 
I see a form my conscious spirit knows, 
Jesus, my Saviour ! Jesus, Lamb of God 1 
Jesus who taketh from me all my sins, 
And from the world ! Jesus, I come to Thee ! 
Gome Thou to me ! O come, Lord, quickly I Come! 

DAVID. 

Flown on the wings of rapture ! Is this death ? 
His heart is still ; his beaded brow is cold ; 
His wasted breast struggles !<>:■ breath no more ; 
And his pale foamros, luLulorKid with the stress 
Of Life's resistance, momently subside 
Into a smile, calm as a twilight lake. 
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Sprent with the images of rising stars. 
We have seen Evil in his coutii.lo^ form- 
In these poor Eves ; have met his armed hosts 
In dread encounter and discomfiture ; 
And languished in captivity to them, 
Until we lost our courage and our I'ail li ; 
And here we see their Chieftain— Terror's King ! 
He cuts the knot that binds a weary soul 
To faithless pa.-.siuns, ^il.dirv. appetites. 
And powers perverted, and it dies away 
,Si siting toward Heaven. He turns and looks at us, 
And finds us weeping with our gratitude — 
Full of sweet sorrow, — sorrow sweeter far 
Than the supremest ecstasy of joy. 

And this is death ! Think you that rapimvd sou). 
Now walldng humbly in the golden streets. 
Bearing the precious burden of a love 
Too great for utterance, or with hushed heart 
Drinking the music of the ransomed throng, 
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Counts death an. evil ?— tivii, sickness, pain, 
C alami ty) or aught that God prescribed 
To cure it of its sin, or bring it where 
The healing band ol Christ niignt touch it ? No ! 
He ia a man to-night — a man in Christ. ' 
This was his childhood, here ; and as we give 
A smile of wonder to the little woes 
That drew the tears from out our owe younp; eyes - 
The kind corrections .and severe constraints 
Imposed by those who loved us — so he sees 
A Jath.or:, ejiast Lenient in iill the ill 
Tliiii- 11 Hi i.l Ills life with darkness ; so he sees 
In every evil a kind instrument 
To chasten, elevate, correct, subdue, 
And fit him for Unit heavenly estate — 
Saintship in Christ — the Manhood Absolute ! 
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Midnight and silence I In the West unveiled, 
The broad full moon is shining, with the stars. 
On mount and valley, forest, roof, and rook, 
On billowy hills smooth- stretching to the sky, 
On rail and wall, on all things far and near, 
Cling the bright crystals, — all the earth a floor 
Of polished silver, pi;i:iki\l with bending forms 
Uplifting to the light their precious weight 
Of pi.'iirls -mil diamonds, sill, it; p;ilmt t;old. 
The storm is dead ; and when it rolled awiiy 
It took no star from heaven, but left to earth 
Such legacy of beauty as the wind — ■ 
The light-robed shepherdess from Cuban groves- 
Driving soft showers before her, and warm airs, 
And her wide-scattered flocks of wet-w in ged birds. 
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Never bestowed upon the waiting Spring. 
Pale, silent, smiling, cold, and beiiutifu! ! 
Do storms die thus ? And is it this to die ? 

Midnight and silence ! Id that hallowed room 
God's full-orbed peace is shining, with the stars. 
On head and hand, on brow.and lip, and eye, 
On folded arms, on broad unmoving breast, 
On the white-sanded floor, on every thing, 
Bests the pale radiance, while bending forms 
Stand all around, loaded with precious weight 
Of jewels such as holy angels wear. 
The man is dead ; and when he passed away 
He blotted out no good, but left behind 
Such wealth of faith, such store of love and trust, 
As breath of joy, in-floating from the isles 
Smiled on by ceaseless summer, and endued 
With foliage and flowers perennial, 
Never conveyed to the enchanted soul. 
Do men die thus ? And is it this to die ? 
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Midnight and silence ! At each waiting lied 
Husband and wife, embracing, kneel in prayer ; 
And lips unused to such a benison 

Breathe blessings upon evil, and give thanki 
For knowledge of its sacred ministry. 
An infant nestles on a mother's breast, 
Whose head is pillowed where it lias not lain 

For month* of wasted life— the tale all told, 
And confidence .and love fof-ttye secure. 

The widow and the virgin ; uheve are they ? 
The morn shall find them watching with the dead, 
Like the two angels at the tomb of Christ, — 
One at the head, the other at the foot, — 
Guarding a sepulchre whose occupant 
Has risen, and rolled the heavy stone away I 
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The Marble Prophecy, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 
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THE MARBLE PROPHECY, 

Tji i: ".iii.rl.i'ir.ijus aiv <>~.v:. hi force to-day — 

The piebald Swiss -and in tl in vestibule 

Of great St, Potor's rings tlirs rhythmic toead 

Of Human nobles, uniformed and armed 

As the Pope's Guard ; and while their doublo line 

With faultless c-unv enl'ir.s tlsi- npi'ii door, 

And sways and sparkles up tlie splendid nave, 

Between the walls of humbler soldiery, 

.Vmi parts to pass the a1l.ni- — hoeping slrp 

To the proud beating of t * ; i ~ i i- T'.ornau hearts — ■ 

A bveeze i>[ whispered admiration sweeps 

The crowds thai. g:i/,e, and dies within the dome. 

St. Peter's toe (the stump of it) was cold 
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An hour ago, but waxes warm apace 

With rub of handkerchiefs, and dainty touch 

Of lips and foreheads. 

Smug behind their screen 
Sit the Pope's Choir. No woman enters there ; 
For woman ia impuro. and makes impr.ro 
By voice and presence ! Mary, mother of God ! 
Not thy own sex may sing thee in the courts 
Of The All-Holy ! Only man, pure man ! 
Doubt not the purity of some of these— 
Angels before their time— no doubt 
That they will sing like angels, when Papa, 
Borne on the shoulders of his stalwart men 
(The master rode an ass), and canopied 
By golden tapestries— the triple crown 
Upon his brow, the nodding peacock plumes 
Far heralding his way— shall come* to take 
II:. s iti'U'ri*'' mid Ills h 



I will go. 
Tis a brave pageant, to be boi;u just once. 
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'Tis a brave pageant, but one does not like 
To smutch. Ms trousers kneeling to a man, 
Or bide the stare that follows if he fail : 
So, having seen it once, one needs not wait. 

What is the feast ? Let's see : ah 1 I recall : 

St. Peter's cliair was brought from Antioeh 

So many years ago ; — the worse for wear 

No doubt, aud never quite luxurious. 

But valued as a piece of furniture 

By Eome above, nil price ; and so they give 

High honor to the anniversary. 

'Tis well ; in. Borne they make account of chairs. 

If less in heaven, it possibly may be 

Because they're greatly occupied by joy 

Over bad men made penitent and pure 

By this same chair ! Who knows 1 

111 to the door ! 

The sun seems kind and simple in the sky 

After such pomp. I thank thee, Sun ! Thou bast 

A. smile like God, that reaches to the heart 
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Direct and sweet, without the ministries 

Of scene and ceremonial 1 Thy rajs 

Fall not in benediction at the ends 

Of two pale fingers ; but thy warmth and light 

Wrap well the cold dark world. I need no prism 

To teach my soul that thou art beautiful : 

It would divide thee, and confuse my sight. 

Shine freely, sun ! No mighty mother church 

Stands mediator between thee and rae I 

Ay, shine on these — all these in shivering need — 

To whom God's precious love is doled or sold 

By sacerdotal hucksters ! Shine on these, 

And teach them that the God of Life aud Light 

Dwells not alone in temples made by hands ; 

And that the path to Him, from every soul, 

In every farthest corner of the earth, 

Is as direct as are thy rays to thee 1 

Ha 1 Pardon ! Have I hurt you ? Welladay ! 

1 was not looking for a beggar here :— 

Indeed, was looking upward ! But I see 

You're here by royal license—with a badge 

Made of good brass. Come nearer to me 1 there : 
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Tuke double alms, and give me chance to read 
The number on your breast So: " Seventy- 

"Tis a good number, man, and quite at home 
About the temple. Well, yon have hard fare. 
But many brothers and no end of shows ! 
Think it not ill that they will spend to-day, 
Touching this chair, enough of time and gold 
To gorge the poor of Borne. The men who hold 
The church in charge — who are, indeed, tho 

Church- 
Have little time to give to starving men. 
Be thankful for your label ! Only one 
Can be the beggar " Number seventy-seven !" 
They are distinguished persons : so are you ! 
You must be patient, though it seems, I grant, 
A trifle odd that when a miracle 
Is wrought before you, it will never take 
A useful turn, as in the olden time, 
And give you loaves and fishes 
Your little dinners ! 



y, Google 



304 THE MARBLE PROPHECY. 

Still the expectant crowds 
Press up the street from round St. Angelo, 
A.ni"1 thiva.l the (aiding colonnade, or cross 
With hurried steps the broad piazza — crowds 
That pass the portal, and at once are lost 
Within the vaulted glooms, as morning mist 
Is quenched by morning air. 

It is God's house — ■ 
Tin: iniblost temple ever reared to Him 
By hands of men— the culminating deal 
Of a great church -this topmost reach of art 
For the enshrinement of the Christian faith 
In sign and symbol. Holiness becomes 
The temple of the Holy ! 

And these nrowds. ? 
Come they to pour the worship of their hearts 
Lite wine upon the altar ? Who are they ? 
Last night, we hear, the theatre was full. 
It was a spectacle r they went to see. 
All yesterday they thronged the galleries, 
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Or roved among the ruins, or drove out 
Upon the broad campagua — just to see. 
This afternoon, with gaudy equipage, 
(Their Bsedeker and Murray left at home,) 
They'll be upon the Pincio— to see. 
And so this morning, learning of the chair 
And the Pope's comitis?, they are here to see 
(The men in swallow-tails, their wives in black,) 
The grandest spectacle of all the week. 
Make way ye men of poverty and dirt 
Who fringe the outer lines ! Make open-way 
And let them pass I This is the House of God, 
And swallow-tails are of fine moment here ! 

The ceremony has begun within. 

I hear the far, faint voices of the choir, 

As if a door in heaven were left ajar, 

And cherubim were singing Now I hear 

Tile sharp, metallic eliink of grounded arms 
Upon the marble, us His Holiness 
Moves up the lines of bristling bayoui.!.:- 
That guard his progress. . . .But I stay alone, 
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Nay, I will to the Vatican, and there, 
In converse with tlie thoughts of manlier men, 
Pass the great morning ! T sliall be alone- 
Ay, all alone with thee, Laocoon ! 

" A feast day and no entrance ?" Can one's gold 

Unloose a soul from purgatorial bonds 

And ope the gates of heaven, without the powor 

To draw a bolt at the Museum ? Wait ! 

Laocoon ! thou great embodiment 

Of human life and human history ! 

Thou record of the past, thou prophecy 

Of the sad future, thou majestic voice, 

I'Oiiliuj; jilong the :i';c* from old time ! 

Thou waii of agonized humanity ! 

There lives no thought in marble like to thee I 

Thou hast no kindred in the Vatican, 

But standest- sqnirulo among the d ;'«--.' l r 1 1 m 

Of old mythologies— alone — alone ! 

Tim beautiful Apollo attliyside 

Ts but a marble dream, and divanis are ;ill 

The gods and goddesses and fauns and fates 
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That populate these wondrous halls ; but thou, 
Standing among them, liftest up thyself 

In majesty of meaning, till thoy.sink 
Far from the sight, no more significant 
Thau the poor toys of children, For thou art 
A voice from out the world's experience, 

Sr K-akmg ii[ nil ilie generations jjast 
To all the generations yet to come 
Or the long slruggle, the sublime despair, 
The wild and weary agony of man ! 



Ay, Adam and his offspring, in the toils 
Of the twin serpents Sin and Suffering, 
Thou dost impersonate ; and as I gaze 
Upon the twining monsters that onfold 
In tmrelaiing, unrelenting coils, 
Thy awful enorgiu.-!. Lino plant their fangs 
Deep in thy quivering flesh, while still thy mi( 
lu tif-nri; convulsion foils the fateful ■.iro.neh 
That would destroy thee, I am overwhelmed 
With a strange sympathy of kindred p;'.in. 
And see through gathering Scars the tragedy, 



H 03 icd Cy Google 



308 THE MARBLE PROPHECY. 

The curse aad conflict of a ruined race ! 
Those Bhodian sculptors were gigantic men, 
Whose inspirations came from other source 
Than their religion, though they chose to speak 
Through its familiar language,— men who saw, 
A lid, seeing quite divinely, felt how weak 
To cure the world's great woe were all the powers 
Whose reign their age acknowledged. So they 

The immortal three — and pondered long and well 
What one great work should speak the truth for 

What one great work should rise and testify 

That they had found the topmost fact of life, 

Above the reach of nil philosophies 

And all religions — every scheme of man 

To placate or dethrone. That fact they found, 

And moulded into form. The silly priest 

Whose desecrations of the altar stirred 

The vengeance of his God, and summoned forth 

The wreathed gorgons of the slimy deep 

To crush him and his children, was the word 
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By which thoy spoke to their own age and race, 

That listened and applauded, knowing not 

That high above the small significance 

Tlirv apprehended, rose the grand intent 

Tliat mourned their doom and breathed a world's 



Be sure it was no fable that inspired 

So grand an utterance. Perchance some leaf 

Prom an old Hebrew record had conveyed 

A knowledge of the genesis of mail. 

Perchance some fine conception rose in them 

Of unity of nature and of race, 

Springing from one beginning. Nay, perchance 

Some vision flashed before their thoughtful eyes 

Inspired by God, which showed the mighty man, 

Who, unbegotten, had begot a race 

That to his lot was linked through countless time 

By living chains, from which in vain it strove 

To wrest its tortured limbs and leap amaiu 

To freedom and to rest 1 It matters not : 

The double word— the fable and the fact, 
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The childish figment and the mighty truth. 
Are blent in one. The first was for a day 
And dying Borne ; the last for later time 
And all mankind. 

These sculptors spoke their word 
And then they died ; and Borne — imperial Kome— 
The mistress of the world — debauched by blood 
And foul with harlotries— fell prone at length 
Among the trophies of her crimes and slept. 
Down toppling one by one her helpless gods 
Fell to the earth, and hid their shattered forms 
Within the dust that bore them, and among 
The ruined shrines and crumbling masonry 
Of their old temples. Still this wondrous group, 
Prom its long home upon the Esquiline, 

Belti.'lil tiit.: ci'iilurics ■ "■>!" cj;:m;-;i\ ii.nd stood, 

Impersonating in its conscious stone 

The unavailing struggle to crowd back 

The closing folds of doom. It paused to hear 

A strange New Nanus pi">;!.'iiimi'd suir.nu; tlr- s: rf'H.s, 

And catch the dying shrieks of martyred mi'.u, 
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And see the light of hope and heroism 
Kindling in many eyes ; and then it fell ; 
And in the ashes of an empire swathed 
Its aehiug sense, and hid its tortured forms. 

The old life went, the new life came ; and Borne 
That slew the prophets built their sepulchres, 
And filled her heathen temples with the shrines 
Of Christian saints whom she had tossed to beasts, 
Or crucified, or left to die in chains 
Within her dungeons. Ay, the old life went 
But came again. The primitive, true age— 
The simple, earnest age— when Jeans Christ 
The Crucified was only known and preached. 
Struck hands with paganism and passed away. 
Borne built new temples and installed new names ; 
Set up her graven images, and gave 
To Pope and priests the keeping of her gods. 
Again she grasped at power no longer hers 
By right of Kom:m pnnvess, utid stretched out 
Her hand upon the consciences of men. 
The godlike liberty with which the Christ 



H 03 icd Cy Google 



312 THE MARBLE PROPIIECr. 

Had made Ms people free she stole from them, 

And hound them slaves to new observances. 

Tter inure, her days, her ceremonials 

Imposed a burden grievous to be borne, 

And millions groaned beneath it. Nay, she grew 

The vengeful persecutor of the free 

"Who would not hear her yoke, and bathed her 

hands 
In blood as sweet as aver burst from hearts 
Tom from the bosoms of the early sniiits 
Within her Coliseum. She assumed 
To be the arbiter of destiny. 

Those whom she hound or loosed upon the earth, 
Were bound or loosed in heaven I In G-od's own 

place, 
She sat as God — supreme, infallible I 
She shut the door o£ knowledge to mankind, 
And bound the Word Divine. She sufkcd tlie 

Of all prosperities within her realms, 
Until her gaudy temples blazed wii.li jfold, 
And from a thousand altars flashed tlio iiro 
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Of priceless gems. To win her countless wealth 

She sold 03 merchandise the gift of God. 

She took the burden which the cross had borne, 

And bound it fast to scourged and writliing loins 

In thriftless Penance, till her devotees 

Fled from their kind to find the boon of peace, 

And died in banishment. Beneath her sway, 

The proud old Roman blood grew thin and mean 

Till virtue was the name it gave to fear, 

Till heroism and brigandage were one, 

And neither slaves nor beggars knew their shame ! 

What marvel that a shadow fell, world-wide. 
And brooded o'er the ages ? Was it strange 
That in those dim and drowsy centuries, 
When the dumb earth had ceased to quake beneath 
The sounding wheels of progress, and the life 
That erst had flamed so high had sunk so low 
In cold monastic glooms and forms as cold, 
The buried gods should listen in their sleep 
And dream of resurrection ? Was it strange 
That liatening well they should at length awake, 
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And struggle from their pillows ? Was it strange 
That men whoso vision grovelled should perceive 
The dust ill moliim, and villi rapture greet 
Each ancient deity with loud ac«laim, 
As if he brought with him the good old days 
Of manly art and poetry and power ? 

Nay. WiLS il si ci Li [go that ;n they l-.-li.siul tkelllfM'lyo-;. 

And cleaned their drowsy eyelids of the dust, 
And took their godlike attitudes agaiu, 

'l.'hf: giand old forms ylipnld feel themselves- :it 

Saving perhaps a painful sense that men 

Had dwindled somewhat? Was it strange, at last, 

'f hit all those gods should be installed anew, 

And share the palaoe with His Holiness. 

And that the Pope and Christian Rome can show 

No art that equals* that, whiei) had its birth 

In pagan inspiration ? Ah, what shame ! 

That after (two millenniums of Christ, 

Rome calls to her the thii'svy tvi! il-s oi earth, 

And Kinil.es the heathen marble with her rod, 

And bids them drink the host slie has to give ! 
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And when the gods were on their foot again 
It was thy time to rise, Laoeoon 1 
Those Ehodian sculptors had forseen it alL 
Their word was true : thou hadst the right to live 

In the quick sunlight on the Esqniline, 

Where thou didst sleep, De Fredis kept his vinea ; 

And long above thee grew the gtapes whose blood 

Ban wild in Christian arteries, and fed 

The fire of Christian revels. Ah what fruit 

Bucked up the marrow of thy marble there ! 

What fierce, mad dreams were those that seared the 

O men who drank, nor gue.^'jd what ichor stung 
Their crimson lips, and tingled in their veins ! 
SuiiLig;: growths were those that sprang above thy 

Vines that were serpents ; huge and ugly trunks 
That took the forms of human agony — 

Gin!...)L!.i:d, gnarled and grim— and leaviis i.iiat. bore 
The semblance of a tliousimd tortured hands, 
And snaky tendrils that entwined themselves 
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Around all forms of lite within their reach, 
And crushed or blighted them ! 

At last the spade 
Slid down to find the secrot of the Tines, 
And touched thee with a, thrill that startled Borne, 
And swiftly called a shoutiDg multitude 
To witness thy unveiling. 

Ah what joy 
Greeted the rising from thy long repose I 
And one, the mighty master of his time, 
The King of Christian art, with strong sad face 
Looked ou, and wondered with the giddy crowd,— 
Looked on and learned (too late, alas, 1 for him), 
That his humanity and God's own truth, 
Were more than Christian Borne, and spoke in 

words 
Of larger import. Humbled Angelo 
Bowed to the masters of the early days. 
Grasped their strong hands across the centuries, 
And went his way despairing I 
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Thou, meantime, 
Did'st find thyself installed among the gods 
Here in the Vatican ; and thou, to-day, 
Hast the same word for those who read thee well 
As when thou wast created. Rome has failed : 
Humanity is writhing in the toils 
Of the old monsters as it writhed of old, 
And there is neither help nor hope in her. 
Her priests, her shrines, her rites, her mummeries, 
Her pictures and her pageants, are as weak 
To break the hold of Sin and Suffering 
As those her reign displaced. Her iron hand 
Shrivels the manhood it presumes to bless, 
Drives to disgust or infidelity 
The strong and free who dare to think and judge, 
And wins a kiss from coward lips alone. 
She does not preach the Gospel to the poor, 
Bat takes it from their hands. The men who 

The footsteps of the Master, and bow down 

Alone to Him, she brands as heretics 

Or huutfl as fiends. She drives beyond her gates 
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The Christian worshippers of other climes, 
And other folds and faiths, as if their brows 
Were white with leprosy, and grants them then© 
With haughty scorn the priviledge to kneel 
In humble worship of the common Lord ! 



Is this the Christ, or look we still for him S 

Is the old problem solved, or lingers yet 

The grant solution ? Ay Laocoon 1 

Thy word is true, for Christian Borne has failed j 

And I behold humanity in thee 

As those who shaped thee saw it, when old Home 

In that far pagan evening fell asleep. 
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the wims. 

A feeble wail was heard at night, 

And a stifled cry of joy ; 
And when the mora broke cool and light, 
They bore to the mother's tearful sight 

A fair and lovely boy. 

Montivsj ywmai-'d iucay ; 
And day by day 

The mother hung about her child 
As in his little cot he lay, 

And watched him as he smiled, 
And threw his hands into the air, 

And turned above his large, bright, ryo-i, 
With an expression half of prayer 
And half of strange surprise ; 
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For hovering o'er his downy head 
A. dainty vision hung. 

l-'inKiirui" swaying, 
Uiis-.radily it swung, 
As if suspended by a thread, 

Hi.i (r.vn f.wnx bi'-'ilth rilicyinj;. 

Sometimes with look of wild beseeching 

He marked it as it dropped 
Almost within his awkward reaching, 
And as the vision stopped 
Beyond his anxious grasp, 
And cheated the quick clasp 
Of dimpled hands, and quite 
Smothered his chirrup of delight, 
And he saw his effort vain 
And the bright vision Hi ere again 
Dunning before his sight, 

His eyes grew dim with tears, 
Till o'er the flooded spheres 
The soothing eyelids crept, 
And the tired infant slenl.. 
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He saw— his mother could not see— 
A presence and a, mystery ; 

Two waving wings, 
Spangled with silver, starlike things : 

No form of light was home between ; 
Only the wings were seen ! 

Years steal away with silent feet, 

And he, the little one, 
With, brow more fciir iuirl voice more sweet 

Is playing in the sun. 
Flowers are around him and the songs 

Of bounding streams and happy birds, 
But sweeter than their sweetest tongues 
Break forth his own glad words. 
And as he sings 
The wings, the wings ! 
Before him still they fly I 
And nothing that the summer brings 
Oan so entice his eye. 
llovonng Li'iv. liowmi!; t'u.iri;, 
Hovering everywhere, 
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They flaali and shine ainong the flowers, 
While dripping sheen in golden showers 
Falls through the air where 'or they hover 
Upon the radiant things they cover. 
Hurrying here, hurrying there, 
Hurrying everywhere, 
He plucks the flowers they shine upon, 
Bnt while he plucks their light is gone ] 
And casting down the faded things, 
Onward he springs 
To follow the wings ! 

i'ears rim away with silent feet ; 

The boy, to manhood grown, 
Within a shadowy retreat 

Stands anxious and alone. 
His bosom heaves with heavy sighs, 

Hia hair hangs damp and long, 
But fiery purpose fills his eyes, 

And his limbs are large and strong : 
And there above a gentle hill, 
The wings are hovering still. 
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While their soft radiance, rich and w 
Falls on a niaidirii's form. 



And see ! again he starts. 

And onward darts, 
'i'lieu pauses with a fisTi-i' a^id sudden pain, 

Then presses on again, 
Till with mixed thoughts of rapture and da- 

ITo kinvl« bciotfi her there : — 

With hands together prest. 
He prays to her with low and passionate calls, 
And, like a suow-fluko pure, sho flutters, falls, 

And melfs upon his breast. 

Long in that dearest trance he hung — 
Then raised his eyes ; the wings that swung 
In glancing circles round his head 

Afar had fled, 
And wheeled, with calm and graceful flight, 

Over a scene 
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That glowed with glories beauteously bright 
Beneath their sheen. 

High in the midst a monument arose. 
Of pale enduring marble : calm and still, 

It seemed a statue of sublime repose, 
The silent speaker of a mighty will. 

Its sides were hung around 
With bougha of evergreen ; and its long shaft 
was crowned 

With a bright laurel wreath, 

And glittering beneath 
Were piled gi'iiitt Lttjjjj ui {jold upon tfie 

Children were playing near — fair boys and 
girls, 
Who shook their sunny curls, 
Aud laughed and sang ia mirthfulness of 

And in their childish pleasures 
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Danced around the treasures 
Of gold and honor they were to inherit. 



The sight has fired his brain ; 
Onward he springs again. 

O'er ruined blocks 
Of wild and perilous rocks, 
Through long damp eaves, o'er pitfalls dire, 
And maddening scenes of blood and fire, 
Fainting with heat, 
Benumbed with cold, 
With wary, aching feet. 
He sternly toils, and presses on to greet 
The monument, the laurels and the gold. 

Years have passed by ; a shattered form 
Leans faintly on a monument ; 
His glazing eyes are bent 

In ssflrifiss down : n tear falls to the ground 
That through the furrows of his cheek liati 
wound. 
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The children beautiful have ceased to play, 
Tarnished the marble stands with, dark de- 
cay, 
The laurels all are dead, aud flown the gold 

Once more he raised his eyes ; before him 
toy 
A dim and lonely vale, 
And feebly totk-ring in thu downward way 
Walked spcotes cold and palts. 
And darkling groves of shadowy cypress 

sprung 
Among the damp clouds that around them 

One vision only cheers his aching sight ; 
Those wings ■: j f ligltt 
Have lost their varied lines and changed to 

And, with a gentle motion, slowly wave 
Over a new-made grave. 
He casts one faltering, farewell look behind, 
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Around, above, one mournful glance he throws, 
Then with a cheerful smile, and trusting 

Moves feebly toward the valley of repose. 
He stands above the grave ; dull shudders 

Along his limbs, cold drops are on his brow ; 
One sigh he heaves, and sinking into sleep 
He drops and disappears ;— anddroppingnow, 
The wings have followed too. 
But, lo ! new visions burst upon tho view ! 
They reappear in glory bright and new ! 
And to their sweet embrace a soul is given, 
And on the wings of Hoi-b an angel flies to 

B-BAVHH. 
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What glory then ! What darkness now I 
A glimpse, a thrill, and it is flown ! 
I reach, I grasp. In it stand alone, 

With empty arms and upward brow ! 

i'e may not see, woary eyes ! 

The band of angels, swift and bright. 
That pass, but cannot wake your sight, 

Down trooping from the crowded, skies. 

heavy ears I Ye may not heat 
The strains that pass my conscious soul, 
And seek, but find no earthly goal, 

Far falling from siisnUier splioro. 

Ah ! soul of mine ! Ah ! son! of mine ! 
Thy slugsisti senses* svre but bars 
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That stand between tliee and the stars, 
And shut thee from the world divine. 

.1 'or somd-Tiins.!- smiolor f:iT than sound, 
And something flner than the light 
Comes through the discord and the night 

And penetrates, or wraps thee round. 

Nay, God is here, eouldst thou but see ; 

All things of beauty are of Him ; 

And heaven that holds the cherubim, 
As lovingly embraces thee I 

If thou liaat apprehended well 

The tender glory of a flower, 

Which moved thee by some subtle power 
Whose source and sway thou eouldst not toll ; 

If thou hast kindled to the sweep 
Of stormy clouds across the sky, 
Or gazed with tranced and tearful eye, 

And swelling breast upon the deep ; 
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If thou hast felt the throb and thrill 

Of early day and happy birds, 

While peace, Ui;it drowned thy chosen words 
Has flowed from thee in glad good- will, 

Then hast thou drank the heavenly dew ; 
Then have thy feot in rapture trod 

I' lie pathway of u thought of God ; 
And death urn show then nothing new. 

For heaven and beauty are the same,— 
Of God the all-informing thought, 
To sweet, supreme expression wrought, 

And syllabled by sound and flame. 

The light thai, beams from childhood's eyes, 
The charm that dwells in summer woods, 
The holy influence that broods 

O'er all things under twilight skiew, — 

The music of the simple not.es 
That rise from happy human homes. 
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The joy in life of all that roams 
Upon the earth, and all that floats, 

Proclaim that, heaven's sweet ju-ov:; ..!■:.■ noo 
Enwraps the homely earth in whole, 
And finds the secret of the soul 

Through channels subtler than the sense. 

O soul of mine ! Throw wide thy door, 
And eleanse thy paths from doubt and si 
And the bright flood shall enter in 

And give thee heaven forevermore ! 
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The robin repeats his two musical words. 
The meadow-lark whis!.lM his otic refrain ; 
And steadily, over and over again, 

The same song swells from a hundred birds. 

Bobolink, chidiad'v, blackbird, and jay, 

Thrasher and woodpecker, cuckoo and wren, 
Each sings its word, or its phrase, and then 

It has nothing further to sing or to say. 

Into that word, or Hint swoct little phrase, 
All there may be of its life must crowd ; 

And lulling and liquid, or hoarse and loud, 
It breathes ont its btirdon of joy and praise. 

A little child sits in his father's door, 

Chatting and singing willi careless tongue ; 
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A thousand beautiful words are sung, 
And he holds nnuttered a thousand more. 

Words measure power ; and tlifsy measure thine; 
Greater art thou in thy prattling moods 
Than all the singers of all the -woods ; 

Tlic:y arc brutes only, but thon art divine. 



Words measure destiny. Power to declare 
Infinite ranfffis of passion and thought 
Holds with the infinite only its lot, — 

Is of eternity only the heir. 



Words measure lifo, si.nd l.liiy measure its joy ! 
Thou hast rnoro joy in thy childish years 
Than the birds of a hundred tuneful spheres 

So — sing with the beautiful birds, my boy ! 
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I sopely sink into the bath of sleep : 
Willi eyelids shut, I sec around me close 

The mottled, violet, vapors of the deep, 
That wraps me in repose. 

I float all night in the ethereal sea 

That drowns my paia and weariness in balm, 
Careless of where its currents carry me, 

Or settle into eahn. 

That which the ear can hear is silent all ; 

But, in the lower stillness which I reach, 
Soft whispers call me, like the distant fall 

Of waves upon the beach. 

For the earth that had sickened with thirst so 
long, 
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My spirit leaves the conch, and seeks the a 
For freedom and for joy. 

Drunk up like vapors by the morning sua 
The past and future rise and disappear ; 

And timjw mid spates guUier liorae, and rtii 
Into a common sphere. 



My youth is round me, and the silent tomb 
Has burst to set its fairest prisoner free, 

And I await her in the dewy gloom 
Of the old trysting tree. 

I mark the nutter of her snowy dress, 
I hear tho tripping of her fairy feet, 

And now, pressed closely in a pure caress, 
With ardent joy we moet. 

I tell again the story of my love, 

I drink again her lip's delicious wine, 

And, while the same old sta.rs look dowa above, 
Her eyes look up to mine. 



Ho,i c doy GoOgIC 



338 SLESPim AND DREAMING. 

I dream tliat I am dreaming, and I start ; 

Then dream that nought so real comes in 
dreams ; 
Then kiss again to reassure my heart 

That she is what she seems. 

Our steps tend homeward. Lingering at the gate, 
I breathe, and breathe again, my fond good 
night 

She shuts the cruel door, iind still I wait 
To watch her window-light. 

I see the shadow of her dainty head, 

On I'urtnius fhiit J ] '- :i.y ii'.'" hand may stir, 

Till all is dark ; and then I seek my bed 
To dream I dream of her. 

Like the swift moon that slides from cloud to 

With oaiy huninl sjiacu rn smile between, 
I pierce the phantoms that around me crowd, 

And glide from scene to scene. 
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I clasp warm hands that long have lain in dust, 
I \\v:.u- swvct voices that have long been still, 

And earth and sea give up their hallowed trust 
In answer to my will. 



And now, high-gazing toward the starry dome, 
I see three airy forms come floating down — 

The long-lost angels of my early home — 
My night of joy to crown. 

They pause above, beyond my eager reach, 

With arms enwreathed and forms of heavenly 

And smiling back the love that smiles from each, 
I see them, face to face. 

They breathe no language, but their holy eyes 
Beam an embodied blessing on my heai-l, 

That warm within my trustful bosom lies, 
And never will depart. 
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I drink the effluence, (.ill through all my soul 
I feel a flood of peaceful rapture flow, 

That swells to joy at List, and bursts control, 
And I awake ; but lo ! 

With eyelids shut, I hold the vision fast, 
And still detain it by my ardent prayer, 

Till faint and fainter grown, it fades at last 
Into the silent air. 

My God ! I thank Thee for the bath of sleep, 
That wraps in balm my weary heart and brain, 

Aud drowns wit.li in its waters still and deep 
My sorrow and my pain. 

L tlui.!iii Tliiv for my dreams, which loose the bond 
That binds my spirit to its daily load, 

And give it angel wings, to fly beyond 
Its slumber-bound abode. 

I thank Thee for these glimpses of the clime 
That lies beyond the boundaries of souse, 
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Wiiere I shall wiioti siwity tluj status of time 
In floods of recompense :— 

Where, when this body sleeps to wake no mc 
My soul shall rise k) everlasting dreams, 

And find unreal all it. saw bei'uru 
And real all that seems. 
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ON THE RIO HI. 

On the Righi Kulm we stood, 

Lm-cly Floribel and I, 
While the morning's crimson flood 

Steamed along the eastern sky. 
Reddened every mountain }ieak 

Into rose, from twilight dun ; 
But the blush upon her cheek 

Was not lighted by the sun ! 

On Hie Righi Kulm we sat, 

Lovely Floribel and I, 
Plucking blue-bells for lier hat 

From a mound that, blossomed nigh, 
"We are near to heaven," she sighed, 

While her raven lashes fell, 
"Nearer," softly I replied, 

"Than the mountain's height may tell." 
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Down the Eighi's sidn we sped, 

Lovely Floribol and I, 
But her morning blush li::.-.i ilo.l, 

And the blue-bolls all were dry. 
Of the height tlie dream wiis horn 

Of the lower air it died ; 
And the passion of the morn 

Flagged and fell at eventide. 

From the breast of blues Lucerne, 

LovcK Floribel and I 
Saw the hand of sunset burn 

On the Eighi Kulm, and die. 

And we wondorul, i^izing lilies, 
If our drejiiii would still n?niiii:i 

On the height, und wait for us 
Till we elimb to lieav^i; iiyiiin I 
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Hea.yen is not reached at a. single Ijoimd ; 

But we build the ladder by which we rise ; 

From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies, 
Aud we mount to its summit round by round. 

I count this thing to be grandly truo : 

That a noble deed is a stop toward God, — 
Lilting the soul from the common clod 

To a purer air and a broader view. 

We rise by the things that are under feet ; 

By what we have mastered of good and gain ; 

By the pride deposed and the passion slain, 
And the vanquished ills that we hourly meet. 

We hope, we aspire, we reso'ivc, we trust, 
When the morning calls us to life ;ind liyht, 
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But our hearts grow weary, and, ore the night, 
Our lives are trailing the sordid dust. 

We hope, we resolve, we aspire, we pray, 
And wo think that we mount the air on wings 
Beyond the recall of sensual things, 

While our foot still cliug to the heavy clay. 

Wings for the angels, but feet for men ! 
We may borrow the wing3 to find the way— 
We may hope, and resolve, and aspire, and pray; 

But our feet must rise, or we fall again. 

Only in dreams is a ladder thrown 
Prom the weary earth to the sapphire walls ; 

But tl.ie dreams depart and the vision falls, 
And the sleeper wakes on his pillow of stone. 

Heaven is not reached at a single bound ; 
But we build tho ladder by which we rise 
From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies, 

And we mouut to its summit, round by round. 
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RETUBNim CLOUDS. 

The clouds are returning after the rain. 

All the long morning they steadily sweep 
From the blue Northwest, o'er the upper main, 

In a peaceful flight to their Eastern sleep. 

With sails that the cool wind rills or furls, 
And shadows that darken the billowy grass, 

Freighted with amber or piled with pearls, 
Fleets of fair argosies rise and pass. 

The earth smiles back to the smiling throng 
From greening pasture and blooming field, 
For the earth that had sickened with thirst so 
long, 
Has been touched by the hand of The Rain, 
and healed. 
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The old man sits 'neath the lull elm. trees, 
And watches the pageant with dreamy eyes, 

While his white locks stir to the same cool breeze 
That scatters the silver along the skies. 

The. old man's eyelids are wet with tears- 
Tears of sweet pleasure and sweeter pain — 

For his thoughts are driving l)::i.-k over the years 
In beautiful clouds after life's long rain. 

Sorrows that drowuwl all the springs of his life. 
Trials that crushed him with pitiless beat, 

Storms of ternjit.ai ion and tempests of strife, 
Float o'er bis memory tranquil and sweet. 

And the old man's spirit, made soft and bright 
By the long, long rain that had bent him low, 

Sees a vision of angels on wings of white, 
In the trooping clouds as they come and go. 
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Whom I crown with love ia royal ; 

Mutter*, nut lier blood or birth ; 
She is queen, and I am loyal 

To the noblest of the earth. 

Neither place, nor wealth, nor title. 

Lacks the man my friendship owns ; 
His distinction, true and vital, 

crowns mid thrones. 



Where true love bestows it 

Where true friendship lays its hand, 
Dwells all greatness, all completeness, 

All the wealth of every land. 

Man is greater than condition, 

And whert! man himself bestows, 
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To the gentlest that he knows. 

Neither miracle nor fable 

Is the water changed to wine ; 
Lords and ladies at my table 

t fare divine. 



And if these accept my duty. 
If the ioYeil my homngo own, 

I have won all worth and beauty ; 
I hare found the magic stone. 
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WHERE SHALL THE BABY'S 
SIMPLE BE? 

Ovee the cradle the mother hung, 
Softly crooning a slumber-song ; 

And t.;iesi-' w.-i-c. the simple words she sung 
All the evening long : 

" Cheek or chin, or knuckle or knee, 
Where shall the baby's dimple be 1 
Where shall the angel's finger rest 
When he cornea clown to the baby's nest ? 
Where shall the angel's touch remain 
When he awakens my babe again 1" 

Still as she bent and sang so low, 

A murmur into her music broke ; 
And she paused to hear, for she could but know 

The baby's angel spoke. 
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" Cheek or chin, or knuckle or knee, 
Where shall the baby's dimple be 1 
Where shall my finger fall and rest 
When I come down to the baby's nest ? 
Where shall my finger's touch remain 
When I awaken your babe again ?" 

Silent the mother sat, and dwelt 
Long in the sweet delay of choice ; 

And then by her baby's side she knelt, 
And sang with pleasant voice : 

"Not OB the limb, O angel dear ! 

For the charm with its youth will disappear ; 

Not on the cheek shall the dimple be, 

For the harboring smile will fade and flee ; 

But touch thou the chin with an impress deep. 

And my baby the angel's seal shall keep." 



Hosted oy GoOgIC 



THE HEART OF THE WAR. 

(1864.) 

Peace iii the ul over-seen ted air, 

And stars within the dome ; 
And underneath, ir. din, ivimss, 

A plain, New England home. 
Within, a murmur of low tones 

And sighs from hearts oppressed, 
Merging in prayer, at last, that brings 

The balm of silent rest. 

I've closed a hard day's work, Marty, — 

The i/uaiing ehoivs are clone ; 
And you are weary with the house, 

And with the little one. 
But he is sleeping sweetly now, 

With all our pretty brood ; 
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So I'dnsis and sit upon my knee, 
And it will do me good. 



Oh, >rjirty ! I must tell you all 

The trouble in my heart, 
And you must do the best you can 

To take and bear your part. 
You've seen the shadow on my face ; 

You've felt it day and night ; 
For it has filled our little home, 

And banished all its light. 



I did not mean it should be so. 
And yet I might have known 

That hearts which live as close as ours 
Can never keep their own. 

Bui- wi'. are fallen on rvil titties, 

And do whate'er I may, 
My heart grows sad about the war, 

And sadder every day. 
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I think about it when I work, 

And when I try to rest, 
And never mure than when your head 

Is pillowed on my breast ; 
For then I see the camp-fires blaze, 

And sleeping men around, 
Who turn their faces toward their homes, 

Anil [.irciirn upon the ground. 

I think about the dear, brave boys, 

My mates in other years, 
Who pine for home and those they lovn, 

Till I am choked with tears. 

W'itii shouts and cheers they inn relied aw: 

On glory's shining track, 
But, ah ! how long, how long the.y stay ] 

How few of them eome buck ! 

One sleeps beside the Tennessee, 

And one beside the James, 
And one fought on a gallant ship 
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And perished in its flames. 
And some, struck down by fell disease, 

Are breathing out their life ; 
And others, maimed by cruel wounds, 

Have left the deadly strife. 

Ah, Marty ! Marty, only think 

Of all the boys have done 
And suffered in this weary war ! 

Brave heroes, every one ! 
Oh ! often, often in tins night, 

I hear their voices eal! : 
" Come on and help us. Is it right 
That we should bear it ail ?" 

And when I kneel and try to pray, 
My thoughts are never free, 

But cling to those who toil and fight 
And die for you and me. 

And when I pray for victory, 
It seems almost a sin 
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To fold my hands and ask for what 
I will not help to win. 



Oh 1 dp not cling to me and cry, 

For it will break my heart ; 
I'm sure you'd rather have me die 

Than not to bear my part. 
You think that some should stay at home 

To cave for those away ; 
But still I'm helpless to decide 

If I should go or stay. 



For, Marty, all the soldiers lovo, 

And all are loved again ; 
And I am loved, and love, perhaps, 

No more than other men. 
I cannot tell — I do not know — 

Which way my duty lies, 
Or where the Lord would have me build 

My fire nf snrritW, 
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I feel— I know— I am not mean ; 

And, though I seem to boast, 
I'm sure that I would give my life 

To those who need it most. 
Perhaps the Spirit will reveal 

That which is fair and right; 
So, Marty, let us humbly krieel 

And pray to Heaven fur light. 



Peace in the dovc^-scrititerl air, 

And stars within the dome ; 
And underneath, in dim rei«>.-e, 

A plain, New England home. 
Within, a widow in her woci'Ih, 

From whom all joy is flown, 
"Who kneels among her sleeping babes, 

And weeps and prays alone 1 
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to a sleep ma singer. 

Love in her heart, ami song upon her lip— 

\ daughter, friend, and wife — 

She lived a beauteous life, 

And lave and song shall bless her in iter sleep. 

The flowers whose language she interpreted, 

The delicate airs, calm eves, and starry skies 

That touched so sweetlj her chaste sympathies, 

And all the grieving souls she comfort (id, 

Will bathe in Kep^i'at.e sorrows the dear mound, 

Wbere heart and harp lie silent and profound. 

Oh, Woman ! all the songs thou left to us 

We will preserve for thee, in grut-ef ul lovo ; 

Give thou return of our affection thus, 

And keep for us the ^ongs Liiun singst above ! 
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SONG AND SILENCE. 

" My Mabel, you once had a bird 
la your throat ; audit sang all the day I 
But now it singa never a word : 
Has the bird flown away ? 

"Oh sing to mo, Mabel, again ! 
Strike the chords I Let the old fountain flow 
With its balm for my fever and pain, 
As it did years ago !" 

Mabel sighed (while a tear filled and felL) 
"I have bade all my singing adieu * 
But I've a iron story to tell, 
And I'll tell it to you. 

" There's a bird's nest up there in the oak, 
On the bough that hangs over the stream, 
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And last night the mother- bird broke 
Into aoDg in her dream. 



" This morning she woke, and was still ; 
For she thought of the frail little things 
That needed her motherly bill, 
Waiting under her wings. 

" And busily, all the day long, 
She hunted and carried their food. 
And forgot both herself and her song 
In her care for her brood, 

" I sang in my dream, and you heard ; 
I woke, and yon wonder I'm still ; 
But a mother is always a bird 
With a fly in its bill !" 
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Ael alone in the world ! all alone ! 
With a child on my knee, or a wife on my breast, 

Of, sitting bc'siili: me, the beautiful guest. 

Whom my heart leaps to greet as its sweetest and 

Still alone in the world I all alone ! 

With my visions of beauty, alone ! 
Too fair to be painted, too fleet to be scanned, 
Too regal to stay at my feeble command, 
They pass from the grasp of my impotent hand: 

Still alone in the world ! all alone ! 



Alone with my conscience, alone ! 
Not an eye that can am: when ils finger of flame 
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Points my soul to its sin, oi 



Not :in ear that ean hear ill low whisper o£ blamo! 
Still aloae in the world ! all alone ! 

In my visions of self, all alone ! 
The weakness, tin- mommo-is, the guilt that I see, 
The fool or tin: fiend I am tempted to he, 
Can only be seen and repented by me : 

Still alone in the world ! all alone ' 

Alone in my worship, alone ! 
No hand in the lLiuvci'so joining with mine, 
Can lift what it lays on the altar divine, 
Or bear what it offers aloft to its shrine : 

Still alone in the world t all alone I 

In the valley of death all alone 1 
The sighs and the tears of my friends are in vain, 
For mine is the passage, and mine is the pain, 
And mine the sad sinking of bosom and brain ; 

Still alone in the world ! all alone ! 
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/er, never alone ! 



Tliere is one who is with me by day and by night, 
Who sees and inspires all my visions of light, 
And teaches my conscience its office aright ; 
Not alone in tlie world 1 not alone ! 



He sees all my weakness with pitying ayna, 
He helps me to lift my faint heart to the skies, 
And in my last passion he suffers and dies : 
Not alone 1 never, never alone ! 
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ALBERT DURER' S STUDIO. 

In the house of Albert Durer 

Still is «<«•-]) tlic. studio 
Whci-o ilic; jiffi:.t-v 2sr,i\'-iil)i->'i?i:r.^ 

(Cheeks of rose and necks of snow) 
Sat to have their j.n>r traits lmiiil.cd, 

Thrice a hundred years ago. 

Still is seen the little loop-hole 
"Where Frau Durors jcn-'mn care 

Wni.clu-ii t-hrj artist at his lubor, 
And the sitter in her chair, 

To observe each word and motion 
That should pass between the pair, 

Handsome, hapless Albert Durer 
Was as circumspect and true 
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As the most correct of husbands, 
When the dear delightful shrew 

Has liim, and his sweet companions, 
Every moment under view. 

But I trow that Albert Durer 

Had within his heart a spot 
Where he sat, and painted pictures 

That gave beauty to his lot, 
And the sharp, in (.nisi vt- vision 

Of Frau Durer entered not. 

Ah ! if brains and hearts had loop-holes, 
And Frau Durer could have seen 

All the pictures that his fancy 
Hung upon their walls within. 

How minute had been her watching, 
Arid how good lie would have been ! 
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THE OLD CLOCK OF PRAGUE. 

Thebe's a curious clock in the city of Prague— 
A remarkable old astronomical clock— 

With, a dial whose outline is that of an egg, 
And with, figures and fingers a wonderful stock. 



It announces the dawn and the death of the day, 
Shows the phases of moons and the changes of 

Counts the months and the years as t.ln>y vanish 

And performs quite a number of marvels be- 

At the left of the dial a skeleton stands ; 
And aloft hangs a musical hell in the tower, 
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\\1iieh lie rings, by a rope that lie holds in lus 

In his punctual function of striking the hour. 



And the skeleton nods, as he tugs at the rope, 
At au odd little figure that eyes him aghast, 

As a hint that the boll rings the knell of his hope, 
And the hour that is solemnly tolled is his last. 



And the effigy turns its. queer features away 
(Much as if for a snickering tit or a sneeze,) 

With a shrug and a shudder, that struggle to say : 
"Pray excuse me, but— just an hour more, if 
you please I" 

Bat the funniest sight, of the numerous sights 
"Which the clock has to show to the people be- 

Is the Holy Apostles in tunics and tights, 
Who revolve in a ring, or proceed in a row. 
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Their appearance can hardly be counted sublime ; 
And their movements are formal, it must be al- 
lowed ; 
But they're prompt, for they nlwuyjj appear upon 

And polite, for they bow very low to the crowd. 

This machine (so reliable papers record) 

Was the work, from his own very clever design, 
Of one Hanusch, who died in the year of our 

One thousand four hundred and ninety and nine. 

Did the people receive it with honor ? you ask ; 
Did it bring a reward to the builder ? Ah, well ! 
was proper that they should have paid for the 

task I 
And they did, in a way that it shocks me to tell. 

For suspecting that Hanusch might grow to be 



y, Google 



THE OLD CLOCK OF PRAGUE. 369 

Or that cities around them might covet their 

They invented a story that he was insane, 

And, to stop him from labor, extinguished his 

But the cunning old artist, though dying in 
slia.:ru , 

May be sure that he labored and lived not amiss ; 
For his clock has outlasted the foes of his fame, 

And the world owes him much for a lessen like 

That a private suueess is a public offence, 
That a citizen's fame is a city's disgrace, 
And that both should be shunned by a person of 

Who would live with a whole pair of eyes in his 
face. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

There's a song in the air ! 

There's a star in the sky ! 

There's a mother's deep prayer 

And a baby's low cry I 
And the star rains its fire, while the beautiful sing, 
For the nuu.gor uf Bethlehem cradles a king, 

There's a tumult of joy 

O'er tho wonderful birth, 

For the virgin's sweet hoy 

Is the Lord of the earth, 
Ay ! the star rains its five and the Beautiful sing, 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a king I 

In the light of that star 
Lie the ages impearled ; 
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And that song from afar 

Has swept over the world. 
Every hearth is aflame, and the Beautiful sing 
In the homes of the nations that Jesus is King. 

We rejoice in the light. 

And we echo the song 

That comes down through the night 

From the heavenly throng. 
Ay ! we shout to the lovely evangel they bring, 
And we greet in his cradle our Saviour and King ! 
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VERSES READ AT THE H AD- 
LEY CENTENNIAL. 

(June 9th, 1859.) 

Heart of Hadley, slowly beatiug 
Under iniduight's azttre breast, 

Silence thy strong pulse repeating 

Wakes me — shakes me — from my rest.* 

Hark ! a beggar at the basement ! 
Listen ! friends are at the door ! 
Thorn's a lover at the casement ! 

Tli-.'1'i.' :ii'o l'i :(■;;.■ upon tlio lloor '. 



iona of Hiidl.-y Fills, on 
a around, in fevorable 
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But they knock with muffled 
They step softly like the rain, 

And repeat their gentle clamors 
Till I sleep anil dream agaia. 



Still the knocking at the basement ; 

Still the rapping at the door ; 
Tireless lover at the casement ; 

Ceaseless feet upon the floor. 



Bolts are loosed by spectral fingers, 
Windows open through the gloom, 

And the lilacs and syringas 

Breathe their perfume through the n 



*Mid the odorous pulsations 
Of the air around my bed, 

Throng the ghostly generations 
01 the long forgotten dead 
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"Rise and write !" with gentle pleading 
They eommaiid and I obey ; 

And I give to you the reading 
Of their tender words to-day. 



" Children of the old plantation, 
Heirs of all we won and held, 

Greet us in your celebration — 
Us — the nameless ones of Eld 1 



" We were never squires or teachers, 
We were neither wise nor great, 

But we listened to our preachers, 
Worshipped God and loved the State. 



"Blood of ours is on the meadow, 
Dust of ours is in the soil, 

But no marble oasts a shadow 
Where we slumber from our toil. 
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" Unreinembiiiod, ;Liiriv»rrti'i.[, 

We ore sleeping side by side, 
And to names is now awarded 

That for which the nameless died. 



"We were men of humble station ; 

We were women pure and true ; 
And we served our generation, — 

Lived and worked and fought for you. 

" We were maidens, we were lovers, 
We were husbands, we were wives ; 

But oblivion's mantle covers 
AU the sweetness of our lives." 



" Praise the men who ruled and led \ 
Curry garlands to tlieir graves ; 

But remember that your meadows 
Were not planted by their slaves. 
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" Children of the old plantation, 
Heirs of all we won and held. 

Greet ua in your celebration, — 
Ua, the nameless ones of Eld." 



This their message, and I send it, 
Faithful to their sweet behest, 

And my toast shall e'en attend it, 
To be read among the rest, 

Fill to all the brave and blameless 
Who, forgotten, passed away 1 

Drink the memory of the nameless,— 
Only named in heaven to-day 1 
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God give us men I A time lite this demands 
Strong minds, great hearts, true faith, and ready 

hands ; 
Men whom the lust of office does not kill ; 

Men whom the spoils of office cannot buy ; 
Men who possess opinions and a will ; 

Men who have honor, — man who will not lie ; 
Men who can stand before a demagogue, 

And damn his treacherous flatteries without 

Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above the fog 

In public duty, and in private thinking ; 
For while the rabble, with their thumb-worn 

creeds, 
Their large professions and their little deeds, — 
Mingle in selfish strife, lo ! Freedom weeps, 
Wrong rules the land, and waiting Justice sleeps ! 
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MERLE, TEE COUNSELLOR. 

Old Mekle, the counsellor and guide, 
And tall young Eolfe walked side by sid« 
At the sweet hour of eventida. 

The yellow light of parting day 
Upon the peaceful landscape lay, 
And touched the mountain far away. 

The tinkling of the distant herds, 
And the low twitter of the birds 
Mingled with childhood's happy words. 

The old man raised his trembling palm, 
And bared his brow to meet the balm 
That fell with twilight's dewy calm ; 
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And one could see that to his thought, 
The scenes and sounds around him brought 
a of the heaven he sought. 



But Rolfe, his young companion, bent 
His moody brow in discontent, 
And sadly murmured as he weot. 



For vagrant passions, fierce and grim. 
And fearful memories haunted him, 
That made the evening glory dim. 

Then spoke the cheerful voice of Merle : 
"Where yonder clouds tkoir gi'ld unfurl, 
One almost sees the gates at pearl. 

"Nay, one can hardly lock araiss 
For heaven, ill such a scene as this, 
Or fail to feel its present bliss. 
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" So near we stand to holy things, 
And all our high imaginings, 
That faith forgets to lift her wings I" 



Then answered Kolfe, with bitter tone : 
"If thou hast visions of the throne, 
Enjoy them ; they ars all thy own. 

"For me there lives no God of love; 
For me there bends no heaven above ; 
And Peace, the gently brooding dove, 

" Has flown afar, and in her stead 
Fierce vultures wheel above my head, 
And hope is sick and faith is dead. 

" J0ra.lli can but loose a loathsome bond, 
And from the depths of my despond, 
I see no ray of light beyond." 
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It was a sod, discordant at rain, 

That brought old Merle to earth again, 

And filled his soul with solemn pain. 



At length they reached a leafy wood, 
And walked in silence, till they stood 
Within the fragrant solitude. 

Then spake old Merle, with gentle art : 
"I know the secret of thy heart, 
And will, if thou desire, impart." 

Eolfe answered with a hopeless sigh, 
Bnt from, the tear that brimmed his ore, 
The old man gladly caught reply, 

And spoke : " Beyond these forest trees 
A city stands ; and sparkling seas 
Waft np to it the evening breeze. 
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" Thou canst not see its gilded domes, 
Its plume of smoke, its pleasant homes, 
Or catch the gleam of surf that foams 



"And dies upon its verdant shore, 
But there it stands ; and there the roar 
Of life shall swell for e- 



" The path we walk is fair and wide, 
But still our vision is denied 
The city and its nursing tide. 

" The path we walk is wide and fair, 
But curves and wanders here and there, 
And builds the wall of our despair. 



"Make straight the path, and then shall s" 
Through trembling walls of tree and vine 
The vision fair for which we pine. 
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" And thou, my son, so long hast been 

All mg t-tio crooked ways of sin, 

That they have closed, and shut thee in. 

"Make straight the path before tliy i°e-t. 
And walk within it firm and fleet. 
And thou shalt see, in vision sweet 



"And constant as the love supreme, 
With closer gaze and brighter beam, 
The peaceful heaven that filla my dream." 

He paused : no more his lips could say ; 
And then, beneath the twilight gray, 
The silent pair retraced their way. 

But in the young man's eyes a light 

Shone strong and resolute and bright, 

For which Merle thanked his God that night 
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If I shall ever win the home in heaven 

For whose sweet rest I humbly hope and .pray, 

Id the great company of the forgiven 

I shall be sure to find old Daniel Gray. 

I knew him well ; in truth, few know him better ; 
For my young oyos oft. rend for him the Word, 
And saw how meekly from the crystal letter 
He drank the life of his beloved Lord. 



Old Daniel Gray was not a man who lifted 
On ready wom-s his freight of gratitude, 
Nor was he called among the gifted, 
In the prayer-meetings of his neighborhood. 
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He had a few old- fashioned words and phrases, 
Linked in with sacred tests and Sunday rhymes ; 
And I suppose that in his prayers and graces, 
I've heard them all at least a thousand times. 

I see him now — his form, his face, his motions, 
His homespun habit, and his silver hair, — 
And hear the language of his trite devotions, 
Biaing behind the straight- backed kitchen chair. 

I can remember how the sentence sounded — 
" Help us, Lord, to pray and not to faint !" 
And how the " conquering-and-to conquer " round- 
ed 
The loftier aspirations of the saint. 

He had some notions that did not improve him, 

He never kissed his children — so they su.y : 

And finest scenes and fairest flowers would move 

Less than a horse-shoe picked up in the way. 
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He had a hearty hatred of oppression, 
Aud righteous words for sin of every kind ; 
Alas, that the transgressor and trajisjr mission 
Were linked so closely in his honest mimd I 



He could see nought but vanity in beauty, 
And nought but weakness in a fond caress, 
And pitied men whose views of Christian duty 
Allowed indulgence in such foolishness. 

Yet there were love and tenderness within him ; 
And I am told that when his Charley died, 
Nor nature's need nor gentle words could win him 
From his fond vigils at the sleeper's side. 

Aud when they came to bury little Charley, 
They found fresh dew-drops sprinkled in his hair, 
And on his breast a rose-bud gathered early, 
And guessed, but did not know who placed it 
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Honest and faithful, constant in his calling, 
Strictly attendant on the means of grace, 
Instant in prayer, and fearful most of falling, 
Old Daniel Gray was always in his place. 

A practical old man, and yet a dreamer, 

)h: i.linrig'it that in some strange, unlooked-for waj 

His mighty Friend in Heaven, the great Re- 

Would honor him with wealth some golden day, 

This dream he carried in a hopeM spirit 
Until in death his patient eye grew dim, 
And his Eodei'mer called him to inherit 
The heaven of wealth long garnered up for him. 

So, if I ever win the home in heaven 

For whose sweet rest I humbly hope and pray. 

In the great company of the forgiven 

I shall be sure to find old Daniel Gray. 



3y Google 



TEE MOUNTAIN OEMISTEN- 
INQ. 

(A Legend of tlie Connecticut.) 

How did they manage to busy themselves — 
Oar sires, in the early plantation days ? 

Grinding their axes and whittling their helves ? 
Fishing for salmon and planting maize? 

How when the chopping and splitting were done? 

How when the corn-fields were planted and hoed? 
How when the salmon had ceased to run, 

And the bushes were cleared from the old Bay 
Road ? 

They were not men who stood still in their shots*, 
Or who clung to their cabins when forests were 
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So, when labor was finished, they cut the bines 
And then- sticks for a lively exploring tramp. 

'Twas a beautiful morning in June, they say — 
Two hundred and twenty years ago, 

When armed and equipped for a holiday, 
They stood where Connecticut's waters flow, 

With five upon this side and five upon that, — 
Agawam's bravest aud hardiest men, 

Hailing each other with lusty chat, 
That the tall woods caught and tossed oyer 



Holyoke, the gentle and daring, stood 
Ou the Eastern hank with his trusty four, 

And Eowland Thomas, the gallant and good, 
Headed the band on the other shore. 

"Due North !" shouted Holyoke and all his men. 
"Due North I" answered they on the opposite 
beach ; 
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And northward they started, the sturdy ten, 
With their haversacks filled and a musket each. 



The women ran panting to bid them good-bye, 
And sweet Mary Pynchon was thero (I guess), 

With a sigh in her throat and a tear in her eye 
As Holyoko marched into the wilderness, 



And the boys were all wonderiDg where they 
would go, 
And what they would meet in the dangerous 

And the good wives were gossiping to and fro, 
And prating and shaking thciir heads all day. 



Up the bright river they travelled abreast, 
Calling each other from bank to bank, 

Till the hot sun slowly rolled into the West, 
And gilded the mountain-tops where it sanl 
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They lighted their camp-fires, and ate of their 

And drank of the water that ran at their feet, 
And wrapped in the balm of the cool evening air, 
Sank down to a sleep that was dreamless and 
sweet. 

The great falls roared in their ears all night, 
And the sturgeon splashed and the wild-cat 



But they did not wake till the morning light 
Red through the willowy tranches Warned. 

Brief was the toilet and short the grace, 

And strong were t'te viands that broke their 

Then onward they pressed till they reached the 
place 
Where the river between two mountains passed. 

Up the rough la] ;.;■. -s tiiov .-lumbered amain, 
Holyoke and Thomas on either hand, 
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Till high in mid-passage they paused, and then 
They tearfully gazed on a lovely land. 



Down by the Ox-Bow's southerly shore 

Licking the wave bowed an antlered buck : 

And Northward and Westward a league or more 
Stretched the broad meadows of Nonotuck. 



Straight up the river an Indian town 
Filled the soft air with its musical hum, 

And children's voices were wafted down 
From the peaceful shadows of Hoekanum. 

Bude little patches of greening maize 
Dappled the landscape far and wide, 

And away in the North in the sunset's blaze. 
Sugar-loaf stood and was glorified I 

The morning dawned on the double group 
Facing each other on opposite shores, 
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Where ages ago with a mighty swoop 
The waters parted the mountain doors. 



"Let us christen the mountains," said Holyoke ii 



"Let us christen the mountains," said Thomas 
" That mountain for you, and this mountain for 



And their trusty fellows responded : "Amen I" 

Then Holyoke buried his palm in the stream, 
And tossed the pure spray toward the moun- 
tain's brow, 

And said, while it shone iu the sun's first beam, 
" Fair mountain, thou art Mount Holyoke 

The sun shone full on the "Western height, 
When Thomas came up from the crystal tide : 
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